THE 


Ifland Queens 


= Or, The Death of 


MARY, 


Queen of Scotland. 


— m_—_ 
-_ — - o A 


TRAGEDY. 


ubliſh'd only in Def: of the Author and the 


Play, ain lome miſtaken Cenſures, occa- 
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Omne nefas Animo moventes. Horace Lib. 3. Ode 3. 
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To the Nuftrious Princek, 


DUTCHESS OF. 
Madam, 
HIS Tragedy of Queen .Hary, tho' forbidden 
the Stage, has acted its Part almoſt as publick ; 
particularly, your Grace has been acquainted 


with its Misfortune, having done It the Honour to per- 
uſe it in Sheecs, and becauſe vour Noble Father the Earl 


of Peterborough ( whole Name [I ſhall never mention with- 


out my greatelt Zeal and Relpect) has vouchlafe me the 
Charity, to protect it againſt it's Enemies, and to ſtand 
berwixt his Royal Highneſs and them; the worlt of 
which, and indeed the only Perſons in their Stations, to do 
me ſuch an Injury, I have cauſe co believe, were they that 
cook the ſame Courſe, and with as much Reafon, to fi- 
lence the Play of the Earl of &ſſex, which was the hrlt chat 


- gotThem andTheirs Money and Repurarion. I preſent it to 


your Grace, with thoſe few Alcerations which his Royal 


Highneſs, the beſt of Judges, was pleas'd ro mark with ' 
| his own Hand, and | ſhou'd not have preſum'd to put 


it in Print, without following chole moſt judicious A- 
mendments, with, 


ſelves, or others (for I have heard, it has been proteſted, 
This Play ſhou'd never be Acted, if they cou'd hinder. 
it) in contradiction to his Royal Highnels's Pleaſure z* 
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which He was pleas'd ro conſent to E 
the Acting of it ; till the ſame evil Spirits, by them- 
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T he Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
cauſe ic was in Favour to Me, incens'd the King 
with a wrong Interpretation of the Scenes, or of the Story ; 
tho', I make no doubr, bur his molt Sacred Majelty, 
by your Graces Means, when he contiders what a pene- 
trating Loſs it has been to an unfortunate and faithful Sub- | 
ject, and ſhall look on ic in Prince, but he will {gon per- 
ceive the Loyalty of the Writing, and be of the. lame 
Opinion with his Royal Brother, in permitting jt to be 
A@ted. And now, Madam, after I have cold my own 
pitiful Tale, I am afraid co approach your Grade, lealt 
it ſhould be thought Deſign ime, as molt Dedications 
to Perſons of your high Raak are branded with, and hat 
Flactery is the {1de-Wind or Byas that carries them, tho! 
abour, the ſureit Way to their Aim; but 1 am of Opin- 
on, and the Thought of it, has embolden'd Me, that it 
1s Prophanenels, to think Nobility and Graces like Yours, 
are of that Allay, which ,cithet can, or will be flatrer'd | 
for who dares imagine,when am to ſpeak to the Dutrchel: 
of Norfolk (the next of Quality] ro the Royal Family, in 
the-three Kingdoms). that Lcan lay enough of heradmircd 
Character 2 You are joyn'd by Heaven, toa Prince, who i: 
the; true, Inheritor of all the Yircues and Greatneſs, a: 
well as the Blood of that Illuftrious Duke, -the- Hero in 
the Play; to lay more, in whole Praile, 'is to repeat his 
Character, thar. I have fill'd altthe Scenes with; 1 will on- 
Ty add: this obſervation ; Never Man was more btave; nor 
more:untortunate, unhappy, that he dy'd-for his Loyal- 
xy,.:his_ Truch,. and. ſuccouring the diſtreft, 'and happy 
nat hecavilt have the Glory of it to Ecernity ;, butt com- 
pleat his[[oys, looks down trom' Heaven, and-ſees You in 
hisPrincely Ott. (prings Arms, a Reward. chat'valy Can 
exceed bis Injuries ; hace from thoſe chaſt Embraces, kc 
» hopes. will. praceed a Race of Succeſlors, that will make 
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the nobleſt and beſt of Houſes flouriſh, whilſt the Sans 
ſhine, or the World laſts. You are fuk an early Patro- 
nels of Wir, chart like young Alexander, you travell'd o're, 
and conguer 'd.all char rare World, ſooner, and ina cſſer 
time, than others havelearn'd heirMother Tongue, as if 
ic were inſpir'd, not ttudy'd; and as Heaven, tho! ir be 
Heaven, wou'd nor be admir'd, tor perl "icUOus to Mens 
Eyes, Fa ip the Sun were in 1f, to attract te Sight; fo 
the Nivine Power has given you lo many excellent Beans 
ties to adorn your other Parcs, that whoſoever lees lo 
glorious a Fa tbrick without, may be ſure to find a richer 
Furniture within ; Yqu. are the only Perſon roo, who 
having lo barge a Portion of both, yet. envy not t che En- 
joyment of them in orhers; Hail then Monarchelſs of 
Wir and Beauty ! (For all that have, or pretend to either, 
are your Subjecs) be ple s 'd to accept of this Poem, it is 
your Tribute, and chough jt be mean, 'tis like the poor 
Womans Mite, It is my All, and b: it of Eflays 1a this 
_ yer, were ic ſure to \urvive as many years as Homers 
Works, your Graces Name prehxt, will be the only Soul 
that's Ning 3 in it, or. can make the Pages deathlels. 1 
dare lay no more, tor fear | ſhou'd commir more Faults 
but humbly beg lexye co withdraw as Pt]grims from their 
Shrine, to make a zealous and conſtant Repetition of rhis 
to my '(6lf ja private, \vith ray Pgayers far your eternal 
Happineſs, which ſhall everbe the Theme and \\ ithes of, 


Madam, 
Your Graces moſt Humble, 


Mhojt Devoted, and 
Moſt Obelient Servant, 


£ 
a © = . 
O31 a Ef5S 
, - . * % : 
4 - bel of"'F- + 1% on i a 


"+ 5 6. SP 
» 


_ — hw. ti ——_ O__— — yu 
Wn C———— : . 


"IO Repreſented 


Queen Elizabeth. 
Queen Mary. 


Duke of Norfolk. | 
Morton, Regent of s cotland. 
Cecil. | 
Daviſon. 
Young Dowglas. 

_ Gifford. 
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MARY. 


Queen of Scotland. 
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AC1I/L| SCENEL 


Enter Cecil, Daviſon. 


Emember Dawi/on, how much thou aw ; 
(For thou haft Wir, and Honour to be faithful, 
As well as to be great) firſt to thy Miſtrels, 
Then to my felf, who took thee-from thy Lownels, 
And plac'd thee on this Height, whence to look down, = 
Men but appear like Birds or InſeQs to thee. I 
Remember too thou now art ina Sphere, Wn 
Where Princes to their Favours fet no bounds, _- - 
And their Rewards, tho? large and bottomleſs, "A 
Yet States men have no Meen *twixt thoſe and ruine : p 
For when Kings Eyes are like the Sun withdrawn, 
Darkneſs and Scorn ſurround them on a ſuddain, 
And ſtraight, as Lucif-r from Heav'n was thrown, , 
In thunder they Te precipitated down, | 
Dev. Wiſeſt, and Juſteſt that in Courts e're dwelt ! 
Great Oracle of Brita/» ! Prince of States men ! 
= i 
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Cecil. 


3. Mary, Queen of Scotland. 


Whom Men nor Angels ſcarce can praiſe enough ; 
Not divine Po ever Tpoke hike You, 
Plito on whoſe ſweet lips the Muſes ſung, 
And Bees diſti|l'd their Honey in his Cradle. | 
Cec. No more. *Tis worſe-than Death for me to hear: 
A fawning Cyinzer, or ſubmiſſive Prailer. | 
I ſhould ſuſpeft thee, did I not believe 
Thou art as far beyond a Sycophant, 
As I above the reach of Flatttery. 
Thou art my Equal now ; nay, more my, Friend, 
Thou art an honeſt Man of Parts, a| Compound 
That I have chos'n 'mongſt the Race of Men 
To make a Phenix in the Court, | 
Dav. The ſacred Hoaſt of Heav'n, the Guard of Kings , 
Still place ſuch men about her Royal Perſon. | 
- Cec, But now eſpecially ſhe needs- their Aid, | 
Now when the madneſs of the Nation's grown | 
To ſuch a height, 'tis.co be feard——- Death walks | 
In Maſquerade, in ſtrange and many ſhapes ; | 
The Court, that was the Planet that ſhou'd guide us, | 
Is grown into Rebellion with ir ſelf; ; | 
Fears, Jealouſies, and FaCtions crowd her Stage ; 
Two Queens, the like was never ſeen before, 
B.y different ſides maintain each others Right; 
Our Virgin Conſtellation ſhines but dim, | 
While Ny, Scotland, een, that Northern Star, -. 
_ Tho? ina Priſon, darts, her Rival age. 'f 
Da. The Champions of her Fa&ion are not few ; 
Men of great Birth and Titles plead her Cauſc, . 
And daily urge the Queen for her Releaſe : 
M »ngſt-whom, the gallatit. Duke.of Narfo/t's chief, 
A Prince that has no equal in his Fame.; - 7 
A Man of Power andint'reſt to be feard . 
Fr his own fake, as well as for the-Queen's ; 
Fr ſhou'd h'ingage himſelf too deep in this, 
 E:x41zxd might chance to looſe the beſt of Men. 
Ces,” The Queen's peculiar ſafety be thy care ;.. 
' Therefore the Secretaries Place is thine, . 
# JInwhich high State, as from a Perſpective, . 
| Thou may ſt diſcover all her foreign Foes, © 
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Mary, Queer of Scotland. 
And home Conſpiracies, bow dark ſever ; 
But moſt of all, let Ma be thy fear, 
And what chou learnt, inform me of ; le aa, 
But in thy {hape ; be thou my Proxy ill. 

Div. Not Cromn«!! ever trod with fo. much care, 
The ſubtle ſteps of his moſt famous Maſter, 
As I the DiCtates of the wiler Burleigh. 
The S:ot:ijþ Regent elterday arriv'd 
With new diſcoverd Plors Caccuſe his Queen; 
And ſince (to poiſe thoſe heavy Articles) 
The Duke of Norfolk is from Vary come, 
And both are to have Audience ſtraight — Behold 


The Man I ſpeak of. % 
Cec. Wait you on the Queen. (Exit Daviſon.) 
, Enter Nortolk. 


Your Grace is welcome from the Queen of Scotlaxd. 

How fares that ſad, and molt illuſtrious Pattern 

Of all Misfortunes ? 

 _ Narf. Doſtthoupi pit her ? 

O let me fly and hold thee to my Bolom, OL 

Cloſer and far more dear than ever Bride Wy” 

Was held by haſty Bride-Groom in his Arms ! nh 

Keke, Matter rot hter than the Pine, 96” 
Thy Vidge Cnooherrhan iens's Checks ?. IEEE 

ys this little Globe upon thy Back. 
Who as thi le Glebe upon hy Ba _ - 
Cec. My Lord, you give what Nature never len te RS 


Dhes, s 3: 
, oo Should the Hyenne thus bemoan, .. . ny” 

And thus the neighbouring Rocks but echo him, 11. Torn 
My Queen, I wou'd Joon the precious Souad, 1. 
And thus embrace him from whoſe Lips it came, gr 
Tho' wide and gaping as the Jaws of Hell \ I 
My Lord, I cathe 6 cek you ; TvemSecret _ 97 
Tunfold, which while 1 kink, it weryhs me down, | v6 ns 
And when is out, I fear it will deſtroy me, } 

_Cec. Then keep it in your Breaſt ; let me not know 4" 


Vhat is not fit for you to ſpeak, nor me to hear. 
B 2 


"4 Mary, Queen of Scorland. 


 Norf. Otis o're-chargd, and can no more be held, 
Than Thunder when the Lightning| has giv'n warning ! 
Now, only now's the time ; the Traytor Morton, 
The falſe uſurping Regent is return? | 
With all che Magazine of Hell abour him ; | 
The Queen, my lovely 4/bz» Queens in danger, | 
And if thou heart not to adviſe thy Vorfolt, | 
There nere will come a time for after-Counſel. *| 
Cec. Whar ist, my Lord ? | 
 Norf. Firſt wear the Looks of Mildnels, 
Such as forgiving Fathers do to. Sons, | 
And hear, and {peak me genrly-for thy Soveraign ; 
Yet *tS no Treaſon, unlets Love be Treaſon. 
Cer. Out with't my Lord. 
Norf. 1 love-the Queen of Scorlend. | 
Cec. Ha ! Love her ! How ? | 
Norf. How ſhould ſhe be beloy'd ? | 
But as mild Saints do to their Altars bow, | 
And humble Patriarchs kiſs the Copes of Angels. | 
_ -— Cee, Love her! for what? | 
© Norf.. Not for a Crown, I ſwear. 
O hadft thou ſeen her in that Plight as I did, 
And hadfſt been Alexander, thou hadft kneel'd, 
Thrown all thy Globes and Scepters at her feet, 
id giv/n a Crown for every tear {he ſhed. 
_* Cee. I dare nor heanyou out. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

_ , | 

de eat alone, nice Stateſman ! | 
And ſee, yon Chriftal Pavement of the Heay*ns | 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


With Angels ſwarm'd more numerous than Stars, 
{ Whoſe Voices, louder than the breath of Thunder, 
_* And (wifter than the Winds, .proclaim ro Earth 

Bright Mzrys Wrongs, and my eternal Love. 
Cec. My Lord, yave faid too much ; I dare not hear you. 
Norf. 1s pitying the ann Tg loving Her 

Whom none but Envy hates, Win to hear : 
Cec. Whar Reaſon has your Paſſion? You'd not marry her ? 
Norf. Not marry her ! Wou'd not a Saint chooſe Blifs, | 

A ſtarving Creature rather eat than/dye ? 


By 


| 
| 
| 


Mary, Queen of Scotland. 5 
By Heay*n, were {he on Achero»'s Cother fide, 
And charm'd me by my Love, to overtake her, 
Ide ſwim the burning Lake to graſp her thus. (Embraces him. 
Cece, For Pity recolle& your baniſht Reaſon. 
Conſider what y'ave ſaid, ir muſt undo you. 
The Danger's greater far than you can feign. 
Do you not know that ſhe's accus'd of Treaſon ? 
That for the Royal Crown our Miſtreſs-wears, 
She yet ſtands Candidate againſt all Force, 
And hopes to ſnatch it from her rightful Head ? 
Norf. By the eternal Beams that bleſs the World, 
Tis falſe thou know'ſt, falſe as the Sun is clear. 
O Cecil ! tell me what thou truly think : 
Thou haſt a Soul with ſhining Wiſdom crown, 
Whole virtuous, honeſt ſteps whoever tracks, 
May challenge to be fav'd ; O rell me then, 
Can Scorlana's Queen be-any but a Goddeſs ? 
Cec. I dare not utter every _ that pains me, 
Nor can I longer with my Oath dilpence, 
An Oath that charges me for Life ro hold 
No dang*rous Secret from the Queen ——Farewel. 
Repent my Lord, and urge this thing no more, 
For *twill be fatal, ſhould our Miſtreſs know it. | 
Norf. The Queen mult know it, you {hall tell her too; > 
Therefore I came, that thou ſhou'dſt intercede, | 
You, from whoſe Mouth the Queen takes nothing ill. 
C:c. Not for the Crown ſhe wears wou'd I acquaint her. 
Norf. You muſt, you ſhall. 
Cece. Beware Ambition Sir. | 
The Qieen has Jealouſie to giv't a Name ; 
Dilloyaley, Ambition is the leaſt. 
Norf. By Heav'n, you wrong the faithful 't of her SubjeQts 3 
Ide touch a Scorpion rather than her Scepter ; 
Her proud Rezalias are bur glittering Toys, 
And the leaſt Word or Look from Scor/ands Queen, 
Is worth whole Pyramids of Royal Lumber. 
We only ask bur Love and Liberty, ,- 
Give us but rhoſe, we?ll quit her all rhe reſt: _ 
For where Love Reigns fo abſolute as here, ; 


There is no room for any other thought. 
B 3 


6 Mary, Queen of. Scotland: 
Cee. My Lord, conſider whatyou'd have me fay—- © _-| 
”I dare not ſpeak —nor:think of it — Farewel. 
- Norf. Tell her, or by my deſperate Love 1 wear, 
*Tle fly and do't my {%f, were ſhe hemm'd 1n 
'With Baſilisks, or were ſhe Queen of. Furies, 
:Love, mighty Love ſhould lead me and protec me ; 
*Elſe by the Throne of Thrones that aws the World, 
*Tf ſhel not hear me, Ileproclaim aloud 
And hollow-in her Ears the hated Sound 
- -Of Royal Mary's Wrongs ; | 
.And that it is, becauſe ihe has more Right 
And Title to her Crown, as ſhe has greater 
Virtues, Wit, Fame, and Beaury more than ſhe. | 
Cec. My Lord, my Lord, come back——To fave you, 
.  *(For nought but Death can follow ſuch a Raſhneſs) 
*Refrrain your Paſſion but a few-ſhort moments, 
. And Ple acquaint my Lord of Leicefter with it, 
 *Twill be more proper from his Mouth than mune. 
Him I will arm with Reaſons for your ſake, 
As ſhall the leaſt incenſe the Queens diſplealure—— 
'Behold ſhe comes ; rhe Scot: iſb, Regent too. 
.Norf. Confuſion Teize the Fiend. | 
' Cee. Be ſure, my Lord, | 
hc you fee and hear, contain your ſelf. 4x4 


Eater to them Queen Elizabeth, Officers of State, Morton, Daviſon, 
"$4.# jour : Omen ind Guards. | Queen fits down. | 


2s. Eliz. Alas | my Lords, when will you ceaſe complaining ? 
And when ſhallthis poor Boſom be at reſt ? | 
'To ſee you ſtill thus perſecute my Soul, | 
My Suffer, 'Coulin, every thing that's dear, | 


| 


No, -rather fink me inſtantly to Hell, 
Or, by ſome Magick, turn me into Stone, 
Then fix me like a Statue high as Heav*n, 
Round me ſuch gaping rs'as your ſelves, 
And underneath be this Inſcription writ, 
Lo, this was once the curſt Elizabeth, | 
The Queen of Wolves and Tygers, not of Men. 


| w - £ "= - 
. p> 4 —Þ = TI .&. 1 *s | 
—. - 
: 


Mary, Queen of Sco tland. ” 
{ What is I hear ?-*T was ſome Immortal ſpoke. | 
DIRE all ye Stars, and-every gaudy Planer, ; 
And with your Lambent brightneſs Crown her Head, [Afide. 


She ſhall be Queen of Saints and Cherubins. 

Mor. The Parliament of Scot{axd, gracious Queen ! 
protection of their Infant King) Ay 

Have ſent me to your Majeſt 


op —rmii—_ 
s. E. What King * What Queen have you but Royal _ — 


Ha ! Iam told you = produce aLaw 


To juſtific your Nation has a Ri 
To queſtion Kings ——you | vile Rebels ! 
your ancieur Sires 


The far leſs barbarous Ps, 
Nere raught it you——Go home, and tell your Maſters, . 
And em their Cradle Prince, 

That here his Mother AL hall ſhall be own'd | 

, and —__ white 1 am ſo; 


Mor. Moſt 
2u. E. You be keg My Lord; 


Yare welcome, welcome as you moſt deſerve, (T, v-Norfolk:) * 


The nobleſt Subje, and the gallane'ſt Friend | 
- That any Monarch claims How does the Queen ? - 
How fares =y excellent and Royal Siſter ? 


\.« 


 Norf. TE ſhe is. BARS -- 


Alas, Itremble, —_ fig © 

To ſtab your Ears with a doteful Tale 7 - 
Coud I draw half that Pity from her Foes, 
Hearing me count her mtferable Plaints, 
As ſhe extorted from her Priſon Walls, 
Then {he might hope ; for they would eccho them;- 
And ſometimes weep at the Relarion. : 

Mor. I beg your Royal Hearing now, before- 

Lu Duke has charm'd you with a Syrens Story : 

By the Impartial Right of Embathes, 
And :uftice char All wai '2its UPON you Throne, -._ 


I humbly claim firſt to be heard. | bk ea. 


2z. E. You ſhall. 
Say what you leaſe, my Lord, you hav omy leay* 
But let there *ſcape no malice from your Tongue. 


8 Mary, Queen: of Scotland. 


And grounds molt juſt in what ſhall be alleadg'd, 
Our Queen, moſt mighty Princeſs, Europe knows 
Has long been wrapt in ſuch a Cloud of Crimes 
That have eclips'd the luſtre of a Crown.. . 


Who ſees into her Life -——- | | 
_ EF. My Lord, Idocommand you ceaſe; for if 

You ſpeak one word again to blot your Queen, 

I ſhail ſuſpe&, as all the world has done, 

You had a hand in that vile Regicide, 

Elſe why are 42s and:the falle Argile, - 

Supposd to be Cnrins of the Murther, 

By you proteRted from the Cry of Juſtice ? 

If yave nought elſe to ſay, be dumb for ever. 
Norf. Let Juſtice now be ſeat; Angels too 


Mor. If Inaocent,.,why is ſhe then a_Priſoner ? 

If Guilty, why againſt the Law: of Heaven, | 
And Clamours X a Kingdom your Ally, | 
Dyou bar the Gates of Juſtice and ſecure her ? | 
®:. E. Ha! am Idard ! bravdby.a Slave ! a Snake. 
Crawld from the frozen.Corner of:\my. Land, | 
But warm grown by my Beams of Majeſty, | 
- To hiſs me to my Face ! Malicious Rebel ! ee, ol 
Quick, take him, bind him, gag bim, bore him through | 
The Tongue, this haughty Scot! ———— | 
Fie tame you Sir—Nay, I wilLufe thee worſe | 
Then once a King erv'd ſuch a. ſaucy Poſt, | 
| 

| 


Who daring to be cover d in his Preſence, 
Nail d his proud Bonnet to the Villains Head, 
And made him f&el the Reverence due to Crowns ——' 
A wav with hinft. —] | 
21 | will be heard. : | 
*cs Danger will not wake you, | 
3dom's muſt—— Behold a Letter | 
d liznd with her own Hand 
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Afor. Heav'a grant.my Hopes, as rhere is nought but bo 
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Look down and wonder at her Oracle! 1 | (Aſide) 
Mor. Your Majeſty muſt give me: leave to ſpeak, 
And plead the Right of Nattons for my Guar | 
Your. Subject I am not. A 
Vorf. Audacious Vyllain |, , / ( Puts \on his Hat.) 


Mary, Queen of Scotland. 
Sent to the Noble Men her / Friends in Scocland, 
Whgrein [he does aſperſe your Maje | 

With Treachery and breach of Promile to her ; 

But bids e'm be of Courage, and expett her, 

For ſhe is now aſſurd of other Means, 

Some mighty Man, your Subje&, by whoſe Aid 
She hopes to be releasd, and ſuddenly. 

Nt. Moſt wile diſcerning Princels!-did you hear ? 
Hear this bold man, how loud he barks at Princes. 
The baſe degenerate Coward dreading you, 

Now turns his Back, but worry's ſtill a Queen. 

Qu. El:z. Let him be heard. 

Norf. O ſtop the Traytors Mouth ! 

Hear not a Monarch by her Rebel ſtaind. 
By that bright Throne of Juſtice which you kill, 
Tis falſe, *cis forg'd, 'tis Lncifer”s Invention, 

2. F. Ha! you will give meleave to judge of it ? 
If not, fit you where | am -—- Pray my Lord 
No more. 

Mor. Weave Letters too. and Witnelles, 

To prove that 4//:n, Ine lesfi-{4, and Roſs, 
More cunaing Devils than deluded Eve, 
Have bargain'd with the Pope, and King of Spaiz, 
To Excommunicate her Son, and You ; 
And giv'n a Reſignation of boch Crowns 
To that moſt Catholick Tyrant for his Service. 
. E. Defend me Heaven ! This is a Mountain Treaſon ! 
Norf. Prodigious Villain ! 
Q. E. Are you not amaz'd! 
My Guard, my faithful Cecs!, 'more, ny Friend ! 
Thou art my De/phs, to what Oracle : 
Where {hall I have recourſe but unto thee, 
Whoſe Boſom is my Reſt; whoſe Breaſt my Counſel 
What think you now, my Lord ? 
Narf. Tis all Conſpiracy: | 
Cec. Reſt and refer this Matter to your Council, 
Something may be in this, but more Delign. 
- My. 1f all's not true, Ile give my Body up 
To Torments, to be Rack'd, and dye a Villain, 
Or ſtand the Teſt with any He NEON. 
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'10 Mary, Queen of Scotland. 
Norf. Quick, let me take him at his Word. 
O that I had thee on ſome Defart's Cliff, | 
Where ſhoudt thou ftir one ſtep, on one hand ſtood | 
Tigers, fierce Wolves, and Dragons to devour thee, | 
And on the other, endleſs Waves to catch thee, 
Tde cruſh the Treaſon from thy venom'd Throar, 
As I wou'd do its Poyſon from a Toad. 
Mor. My Lord — —— 
#. E, My Lord of Vorfolk,: y'aretoo bold. - 
Norf. I beg your Majeſty grant his Requeſt ; 
And I, as Champion for that Saint and Heaven, 
I Thom 1s Nor folk with this Arm will Prove 
That Mzry Queen of Scor{1n4 1s abus'd, 
That (he is innocent, and all is forg'd 
By that baſe Monſter, Villain, Traitor, Mortoz ; 
Nay, till I've made him own to all the World 
That he's not born of nuble Blood, bur that 
Some Ruffian mingl'd with his Fathers Luſt 
And more than half begot him. 
Mr. Gracious Queen! -—- 
. E. How dare you utter this before my face 
What, have my Favours plac'd you fo alofr, 
That y'are become my Equal ?-—Is it fo ? 
Yet know, proud Duke, that I can pull you down ; 
Nay, were you Duke of ail your fancy'd World, 
Your Head as high as your aſpiring Thoughts 
. Confels yaremad; if ſo, go home and flcep; 
But take this Caucion, Sir, along with you, 
Beware what Pillow 'tis you reſt upon. 
Norf. If to proclaim the Innocence of her 
Who has no liberty to do'r her ſelf 4 
Be ſucha Crime, take then my Life and: Honours, 
Tr are more your Majeſtie's than mine 'that wear 'em ; 
But while I breath, Ple hollow co the Clouds, 
Nay, Hell ſhall eccho from the deep/Abyfs, 
Queen Mary's wrong'd, Queen Mary's innocent. 
2n. E. Patience kind Heay*n! muſt 1 indure all this 2 
Take him away. Tc ED : Fo 
oy: They need not, 1 will go, | 
You”! hear an Anſwer firſt fromthar fad Princeſs —— 
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Mary, Queen of Scotland. 
Here is a Letter from that guilty Fair One. 
She bids me thus preſent it on my Knees. - 
Qs. E. Before [ read it, you may ſpeak my Lord. 
Norf. Mark byt the Superſcription — It not to 
Herdeareſt Siſter, Queen El;zaberh ? 
Qs. E. It is. 
Norf. But had you ſeen herwrite it, with what Love! 
How with a Sigh ſhe perfum'd-evry Word, 
Fragrant as Eaſtern Winds, or Garden Breezes, 
That ſteal the ſweets of Roſes in their Flights. 
On ev'ry Sillable ſhe rain'd down Pearls, 
And ſaid, inſtead of Gemms, the ſent you Bleſſings, 
For other Princely Treaſure ſhe had none. 
Qa. E. Alas !- What mean'ft thou Norfolk ? 
Norf. Then ſhe ligh'd and cry'd, 
Goto the Queen, perhaps upon her Throne. 
Tell her, mine is an humble Floor, my Palace 
An old dark Tower, that threatning bore's the Skye, 
And ſeems at war with Heav?n to keep Day out. 
For eighteen years of Winters I ne're law 
The Graſs embroider'd o're with Icy Spangles, 
Nor Trees Majeſtick in their ſnowy Robes ; 
Nor yet in Summer, how the Fields are clad, 
And how ſoft Nature gently ſhifts the Scene, 
Her hoary Veſtment to delightful Green. 


Qs. E. O Duke, __ ; thy Language [tabs my ſoul. 


Norf. No feather*d Chorifter of cheartul Note 
Salutes my dusky Grate to bring the Morn, 
But Firds of frightful Omen, Scriech Owls, Batts, 
And Ravens, ſich as haunt old ruin'd Caſtles, 
Make no diſtfRion here *rwixt Sun and Moon, 
Bur joyn their c'attering Wings with their loud croaks, 
And ſing hoarſe Midnight Dirges all the Night. 

«. E. O horror! Cecil, ſtop thy ears and mine—— 

Now cruel Mort», js ſhe guilty now ? 
She cannot be ambitious of my Crown, 
For tho'it be a glorious thing to light, 
Yet like a gaudy Serpent round it fits 
Wreathing abour a Prince's torturd Brow, 
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715 Mary, Oneen of Scotland. 


. She was aſleep, not on a Purple Bed, 


But ſtops her Ears 'gainſt Nature's and my Cries; 


And muſt have way -— Riſe Norfolk, and haſte all, 


"When the Almighty is refolv'd to fave — —- 


k Ferch me that warbling Nightingale, who ong 
la yain has fung, and flutterd ia her Cage, 


_. 
> 


And O ! it has a thouſand ſtings more fatal 
Thou haſt no more to lay. j 
Norf. 1 found this mourning Excclience alone, 


Or gorgeous Pallet, but upon the Floor 
Which a mean Carpet clad whereon (be fate, 
And on a homely Couch did lean her Head. 
Two winking Tapers at adiſtance Itood; 
For other Light nee bleſt that diſmal Place, 
Which made the Room look like {ome facr2d Urne, 
And ſhe the ſad Effivies of her felt. | 
. E. Alas! havedone; I cannot hear thee out. _ 
Pray rife, my Lord. 
Norf. O never till yave Pity } | 
Her Face and Breaſt, | mighr diſcoyer bare, 
And looking nearer, | beheld how tears 
Slid from each crevice of her ſcarce clos'd Eyes, 
And every Breath ſhe fetch'd turn'd'to a Sigh. 
Q+. E, Ol am drownd, Pmemelted ali co Pity ! 
Norf. Quickly the wak'd, for Griet ne're reſted long, 
And ſtartinz at my ſight, ſhe bluſhd and ſaid, 
Yon find me full of Grief ; but know; my Lord, 
*Tis not for Liberty, nor Crowns I weep; 
But that your Queen thinks me her Enemy, 
And will not hear the Voice of Innocence, 


The worſt of Villains may be heard to pray, 

And at the Altar plead; but me ſhe baniſhes, 

And hears my Foes, but will not hear her Siſter. 
Qu, E. My Breaſt like a full Prophet's is o'recharg 

The God of Pity rages to get out, | Fo | 


Fly with the Wings of poſtin els, fl 
Swift as the merciful Decrees 6m | 24 
Are glided down the Precepice of Heaven, 


Quick, take your Queens own Charior, take all my Love, 
Aand bring this mourning Goddeſs to me ſtraight : | 


 — 
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Mary, Oneen of Scotland. 
And lay the "Eg Charmer in my Breaſt, 

This Heart 
Norf. O run, and execute the Queen's Commands, 

Prepare her golden Coach and ſnow white Steeds 

The Pattern of that Innocence they carry, 

And fly more faſt than Yexus drawn by Doves. 

Shou'd all the Clouds pour down atonce upon you, 

Make your quick paſſage through the falling Ocean, 

Not it's dread Thunder let it ftop, nor Lightning ſtay you. 
Mor. Madam 
Qu. E. No more, you ſhall have Juſtice Sir. 

[f you have bravely urg'd the truth, fear not, 

For Majeſty is always the ſcvereſt 

And trueft Touchſtoge of a Rebels Heart. 

Why Heaven have you perplexc me wich a Crown, 

Now when the World is ſuch a Monſter grown ? 

When Summer freezes, and when Wiatec, fprings, 

When Nature fades, and Loyalty to Kings. 

Once ſuch Reſpe&t to Juda/*s Prince was ſhown 

Ten thouſand Lives were prov'd to fave his own ; 

Then, as the Lyon to the Fox look'd grim, 

Kings firſt were awful, now they leſſer ſeem. 
What makes fuch Rebels ? whar makes Monarchs poor 


11 be her Jaylor, and theſe Arms her Priſon. 
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» 
But giving Slaves too large a taſte of Power ; (To Morton.) 


'Tis for the Royal Furr vou hope to win, 

The Ermine might be ſafe but for her Skin ; 

If Kings have any fault, 'tis but the Name, 

And not who wears it, but the Crown's to blame. 


* 
Fins Aﬀus Print 


[Exeunt Omnes. 


"IR Mary, Oueen of Scotland. 


ACTUS SECUNDUS 


: 
| 
' 
| 


Scena prima, 


—— TY | —_— — 


N. orfolk Solus. 


Ejoyce all living Creatures that have Breath, 
Through this vaſt City let your Noiſes joyn, | 
And Eccho all ye Lands and Seas, ſhe comes. | 
The diſtant Shouts and wafted ſounds of Bells 
Proclaim to Londons Walls Queen Marys come. 
Winds bear it into France to glad her Friends, 
Winds waft it into Sco7/and to her Foes, 
Till with the News they blaſt, with envy dye. 


Enter Morton to him. | 


Mor. My Lord, I came to find you. 
Norf.. Pardon me, | 
The mighty joy that has ſince fill d my breaſt, | 

And left no room for other thoughts, has made me 
Forget that you and I were angry: | 

2». Andl. | 

My Lord, brave Spirits ſhou'd be ſtir'd to wrath 
"As ſeldom as the Center is with Earth. quakes, 
Not like the Sea, diſturb'd by ev*ry Blaſt 

I came to ſpeak with you, but as a Friend. 
Laſt Night within my Bed, prepar'd for ſlumber 
_ That gives ſoft Reſt to all but Goberful 

And guilty Minds, a fadden Dread/affaild me, 
Started by ſome Divinity that aw'd, 
And ſtole ſoft entrance in my cruel/Boſom. 
The awful God within me ſhone like Day, 
Firſt made re view, then chac'd my Guilt a way. 
T felt my Breaſt bega 1 tobate it's Rage, 
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Mary, Queen of Scotland. 

My barb'rous Zeal for a more barb'rgus-Cauſe 

Began to ſlack, whilſt true Remorſe and Pity 

__ my Soul, and held it for the Queen. - 

Vorf. O, may they ever keep pollethon there ! 

'M W. They ſhall. All ſhe's accus'd of, is no more, 

But that ſhe ſtrove to caſt her Fertters off. 

The Lyon, when he's hunted inthe Toil, 

Spares not himſelf, nor Foes within his reach, 

But wounds his briſly Hide, and tears the Ground, 

And all for PRO Liberty he roars, 

Freedom which God and Nature pave to all, 

But cruel Man and curſed Laws deny. 

Norf. Now thou art beautiful, no Devil now 
Thou doſt appear ; for from thy Arms and Feet 
Sprout Angels Wings w here Vultures Talons grew, 
And cloven Hoots. 97 

Mer. The Viſton further went; 

(For *rwas a Heav*nly Vition fure that ſaid it.) 
What if ſome noble Man {hau*d be pick't out, 

A SubjeQ of this Realm to wed our Queen ? 
For here are Subjects of Eftates and Rank 

_ weigh their Coroners with Princes Crowns. 


Vorf. Some fuch there are, if ſhe woud think em worthy. 


1». She muſt and w ill, for {Was no other hopes, 
As ſhe 'twixt S://x and Charrba's fails. 
Your Tealous Qreen word thenrherfreed from fears 
By ſich a Match, who all her Reign has'dreaded 
Her Marriage with ſome Prince of Fraxce or Saha, 
50 to cenvey her Title to the Crown 


To the worſt Eggmy this Nation has. 

Norf. x. the Man that dares aſpire to-be F 
Her kneelin? $S! 
Is it not Leice ter ? 


Mor. All the world beſide 

Your ſelf, wou'd firſt have nam'd the Duke of Norforl, 
N, or f. Ha! 
Mor. Start not Sir, nor let your Modeſty 


-— 


Ofurp the Priviledge to bar your Fortunes. YU! 2: 


Nerf | cannot be ambitions of a-Crown 
But if [ were, and lov'd, to thee I ſwear 


* 


much more tier God-like Husband F., 


16 Mary, Oueen of Scotland. | 

I wou'd prefer that charming 'Queento all, 1 | 

To Crowns, to Empires, or tenthouland Lives ——— | 

Queen, did 1 ſay ? that Name's too great, too"diltant, 

It ſounds too mighty in a Lovers Mouth. | Ml 
Moy. You arebyHeav'n and Earth deſign'd her Husband. 
Norf. Were ſhe ſo low, the fartheft tram a Crown, | 

Sate on a Bank for Scotland's gawdy Throne, | 

Under no Canopy, but fone large Oak, 

And for a Scepter, 'in her hand -a Crook ; 

A Coronet of Flowers upon her Head, 

Where round her all het fleecy Subjects feed, i'd 

Glad I wou'd be to dreſs me like'a Swain, | 

Steal from her Eyes my Plealuretand my pain, 

Smile when ſhe files or elſe our-weep the Rain. 

Sit by her fide, freed rom the Chains of Power, 

And never think of Wealth or Honour more. 
Mor. You ſpeak like that rare Lover asyouare—— | 

Come, come my Lord, you wrong your hopes to hide | 

This ſecret from the only man can ſerve you. 

I know you love the afflicted Queen, contels, 

And ſoon as ſhe's arriv'd, He wait on her, 

Fall on my knees, nay proſtrate'on the Earth ; 

Implore my pardon of that injur'd Saiar, 

And make it my Requeſt for all her SubjeCts, 

To take you for her Husband and our King, 

And for her Dower, her Crown and Liberty. | 
Nor. By you brighittruth in Heava, if this thou mean|ſt, 

I ſwear to thee, O Myrtox,, thatllove her ; | | 

And if thou real art, and joyn't bur Hands, 

I will reward thee with that Crown thon Fs; | 


| 


Thou ſhalt Reign ſtil} for Infant James and us ; 
But if rhou prov ſRt-aVithain; and haſt now 
By fubtil means ſtole this Confeſſion from me; 
Hear, mighty Vengeance, guard me when I find it, 
Lend me thy ſureft Thonder'thas to graſp, 

Give me the ſtrength, the Rage of Hercul:s, 

That I may take ; 3 Monſter with thefe hands; 
And when he proves. a Traytor, ſhake his Body 
Iato as many Atoms as *twas'form'd of. 


| 


A re CEC 
— c—_— — mt 


Mary, Qneen of Scotlaiid 
Mor. By that brave [Spirit you hte ſhewn, Ve real 1 
The Queen's approaching, -oneg of ws imult, part. . . 
It isnor: Gt'we fhou'd be ſeen together: 
You will go w ait upon the Queen of. Scotland. 
orf. C 0 Mortoz ! be thou aichful and be great, | 

Mo». Farewel. (Exit Norfolk. 
Grcarnels I le owe unto my {dlf, not thee. ..1 
Mary does like a laſting Fabrick ſtand, 
Supported by proud Norfolk, like a Column; 
Saw bur this Pillar off," the Building fails, ._ / 
This hot-brain'd, hecdic6 Duke, t9 lave the Queeny 
Runs blind with Love himſf intothe Ciltncsid Ice fk tt; 
Thus when the King of Bealty hears; hisloy'd Mate ; 
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Roar in the Toyl, with hopes.to free her ſtrait 
Scours to her aid, and meets ze nl ſame Fate. 


Enter Queen Elizabeth, * ld. Arrendants aud. Guerde, 
Qs. EF, My Lord, ' your :Queta's already:in our Walls 


And paſting r through the City tooUt Palace. > - 

Afr Mad am, I hope this m@&tiogiwill be mayo 
And prove 2s joyful to-your Majelty; 1: 

As is our welcome Queen to all your Subjcas. | 

Qu, E. My Lord, what:meany ou; who: haswelcom'dber 2. 

AMbr. 1 mean the Shouts, theqoyptul Ring of Bells, T 
Bonhres that turn'd the Night ro-fbhimng Day; - + WRAY 5 
Soon as your Orders were:diſpatc#d20.bring; her. ; 0 11 144 1H: 

Qr, E. Were they ſo much-mranfported at theNews? > 4c 

| Cee, No doubt, to pleaſe.your Majelty they didbit;./) "2 

£21 E. It does not-pleale: me. Why was{ not! ralet e-: > 
[ wou'd hav Y-: Water 10. ther-tlimes, | 
Dug up their [rts and Sluces at thear Gates, 2010 1A 
And let the Occan ia their lighted Streets > 1097. 1 
To quench their fawey-Fires, | L671. 399i) 

Lec. BY 4s [goorance. 


Ou. E. *Twas Impudence 3 for. axthey barehytanka » £52 
Nay, when in Perſon | led fgreh. eaene: Ne W H1IGD izznt 260. 
Armia like an Amazon, an Helmet oh,vins) ot £22 1437 of +] (1 
Dweltin the Camp loag manths of /Hor andeGatd; d 1d 11:6 21. afd 


Feeling more hard(hip than the meaneſt Souldicr, = 


18 Mary, Queen of Scotland. | 


And brought bright Victor to their Threſholds homes | 
Yet me they never welcom'd with ſuch joy. | 


Ha ! in my Ears, and at my Palace Doors! (Shout: within, 


Thus they wou'd dare me, had they Forts and Cannons, 
Mor. This ſounds as if the Queen/ were near the Palace, 


Exter Daviſon to theme. 


©nu. E. Speak Davijor, what mean theſe Shouts > | 
Davi The Queen of Scotlund'scome, thefe Acclamations 
Proclarm your Peoples Joy where e're ſhe paſlcs. 
It was your Royal Pleaſure I ſhould go 
To meet this welcome Princeſs out of Town, 
But cou'd not paſs it for the Multitude, 
So numerous, that had your Majeſty beheld en, 
You wbu'd have wept as Aerxes o're his Army, 
To think that in a hundred years or ke, 
Not one of all thoſe goodly Creatures would be living. 
x. E. Thou art miſtaken, had I feen the flaves, 
If wiſhes cou'd have don't, they had not liv'd 
A day they fhou'd have dy'd for Traitors all. 
Dav. Miſtake me not, nor your kind Subjets Loves. 
I hope they did not mean it as a fault. 
2x. E. Proceed. Did they not ſtrive to make thee way, 
Not for my Sake, nor for thy Dignity and Place? | 
Dav. Alas, *twas paſt their Power ! I might as well | 
Have pht my Breaſt againſt a guſhing Torrent, | 
Or drive the Ocean from its deep abode, | 
| 


As ſtem the Multicude —— But mark what follow'd ; 
For this was but the Curtain to the Scene 
You lpok diſpleasd ; I doubt I've faid-too much, | 
And fear I've done em wrong. | 
2s, B. Ile hear —— Go on. 
Dav. The Queen no ſooner did appear, but ſtrait 
Th'obedient Crowd ſhrunk back at her Command, 
Making a Lane to-guard: her on each fide. 

Not Jjracls Chief with his commanding Rod 
Did the Red Sea fo ſuddenly divide, - 

As (he with her kind Looks the Rout diſperſt.. 
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©s. E. Tis well, and what am 1, teful People ? 
Dav. But till ſhe ſpoke, they hung like cluſter'd Grapes, 
And cover'd all her Chariot like a Vine, 

The loaded Wheels thick as the Duſt did hide, 

And ſwarm'd like Bees upon her Coaches fide; 

Matrons and Virgins in her Praiſes ſung, - 

Whilſt wanton Bells ingrateful Changes rung 

All harmony from diſcord ſeem'd to flow, 

And Shouts from houſes tops met Shouts below ; 
Mothers, when they with joy her Face had ſeen, 

Wou'd point, and to their Infants ſhew the Queen, 
Whilſt they (ne're learnt totalk) for her wou'd try, 


And the firſt word they ſpoke wou'd Mary cry. 
a. E. *Tis falſe——Thou prongs my Subjetts, 
durſt not do this, durſt not didI fay? 
My —_ wou'd not What is this I hear ? (More Shouts, 
Are thele the perjur'd Slaves that at my; fight | 
Have left theie Callings, all the Youth their Sports? 
Old men their Crutches too wou'd fling away, 
And run to ſee my Face —— The Bridegroom at the Altar 
That held his Bride by th' hand, at my approach, 
Left the unfiniſh'd Rites to fee me mp; 
And made his eager hopes wait on his Queen. 
Dav. And there are yet a million ſo wou'd do. 
x. E. No, Pme forgot; a new thing has their bearts. 
I am grown ſtale, as common to the (fight, 
As Sun by day, or Moon and Starsby night. 
O curſe of Crowns ! O curſeof Regal Power ! 
Learn you that wou'd fuch Pageantry adore. 
Truſt whining, Saints, the cunning Harlots tears, 
And liſten whaMhe perjur'd Lover ſwears; 
| Believe the Serpent that did Eve delude, 
But never, never truſt the Multitude 
There is more Innocence, more truth in thoſe, 
Than in falſe ſubje&s Corcnation Vows —— (More Shouts. 
Again! ſome Thunder-Bolt come ſtrike me dead, 
Or ſnatch away my Sence of hearing quite 
Diſcharge a Volly 3 quickly drown this Noile 3 
Sound a whole Clang of Trumpets in my Ears, i 6022-3 
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Mary; Gudvr af Scodtnd! 


' And beat a Repfivent of aohtt the, 
I can hear atty thing but revogka 
Cee. Run and proclaim obo. © Qutcens on to' all 
On penalty of Death t&'ceafe this Shoutt 
&n. E. No, let 'em Rite Kill 055 , vile Traytors! 
Ye ſhall ſhave her ye long for &t try Thr orie, | 
Falſe Queen ! you (halle& joy your hs Crown 5 
But it ſhal] be of Serpents, on Scorpions, 
And a worſe plague ro thee oftaty tithe Is now, 
It hall be in the Tow ef,” *h re def thor fi ting | 
Thy Syren's Song, 'arr4:ler t #hont im anſwer do —4 
I'le teach you 9. to flxtter ajfrd betray ——- | 
Run, ſeize the Queen, hke* Tight fra t obey— | | 
RY, r to 80 and Returns 40.47. 
Where woud'ſt thou oO > where wou'd thy fary drive Fey: ? 
What has 'my Siſter, what'has' Mary dhe > 
Muſt ſhe be panic for my SubjeAs Ericpes ? 
Perhaps ſhe's innocent of All this Joy, "1 
And hears the Sound with greater pain than I. 
Where ſhall I warider > in what place/of reſt? 
Under what Canopy with Peace be left ? 
The Shepheards Pallet made of Turf'or Stone, 
Is eafier 'than a Princes Bed or Throne. 
Hear Guard of King: revenge an mjur'd Monarch, (More Shots. 
Dav. The Queen is jJaft on entranice. | 
x. BE. Does it pleaſe you? * ©? | 
Behold, [ſhe comes, mect and conduR her in. | 
Why ſtay you here ? cach do his Office ſtraight, 
And ſeat her in my Place, my Crown prefent her with, 
And with your Hollo«s eccho all the! Rabble: 
The Deed is done, that Mary is your Queen 3 
Bur think nor to b: ſ: fe ; for when Time dead, 
Swift on a Dragons Wings from Hegv'n I'te f all, 
And rain down Royal Verigeance on, you all. 


Cee. Make haſt and follow all that” love" thetr Queen! 
| {t xpitr (1210s, 
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Very, Queen of” Scorlgnd: 


Enter Queen Mary, Toung Dowglas 5a, Attendonts. 


es. M. Come poor Remainder of my loſt Eſtate, 
Once I was ſerv'd in Pomp, had many Friends, 
And then ſcarce felt a Bleſſing tn rhe Cumber, 
But now I'me more beholding to my Fate, 
That after having plunder'd me of all, 
Left me the Gleanings of ſo kind. a few. 
Friendſhip to Mitery is dainty Fare, 
Like Hunger to the Poor, it makes all rare. 
Dow. hat will betide us now ? 
x. M. Come near your Miſtrels. 
Make your Queen, and her poor ſorry Train, 
Look- hike a crew of Shipwrack*d Paſſengers, 
Shuddering and wet, thrown 'on ſome Land by night, 
Withour a Friend to chear, or Fire to warm %m. 
Dow. Like them perhaps we are caſt upon a ſhore, 
Where no kind Creature hvesy to pity us, 
But Wolves, dread Balilisks and gaping Monſers. 
Alas! what meant thoſe Shouts of Joy : ? to mock us? 
Is this the Court of famd Elizab:th ? 
And this the Throne where ſhe was ſerv*d with Throngs ? 
Is this your Welcome 2 Where's her g glittering ? Train ? 
Here are no Crowds, no face of either Sex. 
my all abandon'd like the Place we came trom. 
#. M. Sure it was all a Dream, was it not Dowglaſe £ 
m8 little Angel that prelervdit thy Queen, 
Appcar'd like Mercy and unlock*'d my Prifon ; 
But I ungratefulggnd my Fortunes w orſe; 
Took thee, young Roſe, trom thine own truitful Garden, 
And planted thee within a cald dead Soil, 
To mp thy Youth, and with my forrows kill thee, 
but (h jortly Ple releaſe thee trom thy Woes, 
And leave thee to enjoy when Iam dead, 
What thou nc're fou dit with me, Coment. 
Dow. Sarcly rh: Queen will ſee you now yare come, 
Eliſe we do walk inchanted, and this Place 
Is not White-H 4, but Pawlers Priſon (till, 


"22 May, Oneenof Scotland. | 


". (12,7 Oe 
\ A £ 
1 ET 4. 
\ Ia 4% NF. > 
"4 45 wa 
" = A A a 


K 


You areſo good, ſo perfett and fo fair. 


| . M. It fear will give my Sences leave, 
And 


_ Like Tempeſt-beatea Lillics as mine ſhowd. 


2x. M. Lend me your hands, for I am faint and weary, 
Legs too tremble, and methinks the Floor 
Sinks under 'em, and now it fares with me | 
Like a. poor Mariner that had been condemn'd 
To a cloſe Bark, a long and tedious Voyage, 
Who, coming to the Shore, ſcarce feels the Ground, 
And thinks the World does like the Ship go round. 
Dow. Here, fit you down a while. 
2u. M. What? in her Chair? 
Then ſhe indeed may ſay I am ambitious, 
Ambitious of her Crown, which Heav'n avows 


Iam not 

No, bring me another Chair, | 

And place it where I may give no offence, | 

And you upon the Floor incompaſs me— [Rueen ſits down, 

So, this is as it ſhou'd be; Isit not? and | ber Atten- 
- Thus have we oft beguil'd the time at Fotheringey— dants upon the 

Lend me a Glaſs Aurelia, and pray tell me, Floor round «- 


And tell me faithfully, how do [ look? bout her. 
I dare not fee my ſelf, till Pme prepar'd | 
And made acquainted with the ghaſtly horror, 
Leaſt I view that ſhou*d ſtrike me into Madneſs. 

Dow. To ſee your ſelf, is ſtrait to baniſh Wo, 
And make you happy for that Day, Ime ſure 
It does your Servants when they look upon you, 


Beauty and ſorrow never were fo nigh 
A Kin in any but in you——Behold elſe. [| Reaching her the Glaſs. 


nds can do their Office without trembling. © 
Tie lift it to my Eyes——Ha! do you mock me? ® 
Who is behind me? who lookt in the Glaſs ? 

Dow. Here's no body, here's none within the Room 
Beſides your (elf, and us upon the Floor. 
Qu. M. Alaſs, theſe cannot be thy Miſtreſs Eyes, 
Mine were dim Lamps that long ago expird, 
And quite difloly'd, or quench'd themſelves in tears. 
Theſe Cheeks are none of mine 3 theſe Roſes look not 


Mary, Queen of Scotland. 
This Forehead is not graven with the Darts 

Of eighteen op of (harpeſt Miſeries ; 

Nor are theſe Lips like Sorrows blubber'd Twins, 
Nere _ ever mourning and complaining. 

Falſe Glaſst 

Falſe Beauty ! May that Wretch that has thee, curſe thee, 
And hold thee (till deteſtable as mine z 

Why tarry'ſt thou to give me yet more wo? 

The Earth will mourn in Furrows at the Plow ; 

| Birds, Trees and Meadows, when the Summers gone, 
Puc their worſt Looks and ſable Colours on; 

The ſullen Streams, when any Tempeſt blows, 

Their Chriſtal ſmoothneſs in a moment looſe ; 

But my curſt Beauty, this malicious Charm 

No time, long Griets, nor blaſts of Envy harm. 


Enter to them Norfolk. 


Norf. What do I ſee | the Perfon or the Shadow 
Of the moſt bright Divinity of Scotlard ? 
Is this her real Body on the Floor ? 
And theſe the faithful Mourners of her Fortune ? 
Bright as Diana with her ſtarry _ 
ing to make fertile Land and Sea, 
To bleſs the Waves, and brood the World with Plenty. 


O riſe, moſt charming of all Creatures riſe ! __ 


Or Heav*n ſhall be no more where now it is, 

But fink the Scale and mount the Globe above it. 
©u. M. Who ſees the needy Traveller on foot, 

When he approaches to his long'd-for Inn, 

Welcom'd, carxeſs'd and ſhew'd the faireſt Room, 

And richeſt Bed to re(t his weary Limbs? 

Or who beholds the Beggar on his Straw, 

Crying for Alms before the Rich Mans Door, 


And bids him riſe >—— Go Duke, and ſhun this Wretch,, 


Fly Maries Fate; for ſuch, and worſe is ſhe. 

Norf. Riſe Heavenly Excellence, or by your ſelf, 
The greateſt Oath that I can take, 
Ne bear your precious Body in theſe Arms, 
(Forgive the Sacrilegious Violence) 
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t flatters and undoes the Fond, [Throws down the Glaſs, 
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lary, Queen of 5 
; TY, | 4 — i | 
And ſeat you in that proud Imperial Chair, | 
Beneath whoſe ſcornful Feet you meekiy ye ; | 

| 


Nay I wou'd do'it, were this She-Harry by, 
Tho? ſhe ſtood here and dard me with Revenge, 
Ide pat you m that Placein {pite of her. 
Gn. M. Now all the Powers of Heav'nand Earth forbid. . 
| Norf. Heav*ns Throne of Thrones, Angels and Cherubins, 
The Powers above and Mortals all below | 
Wou'd praiſe me for the Deed-— Who can behold . - | 
England: bright Heireſs, Queen of France and Scotland, 
Whoſe Veins run treaſur'd with #he facred Blood 
Of Fergss, and an hundred Albas Kangs, 
Lye thus neglected, in a State thus mean ? | 
Who can behold it, and at once be Loyal ? | 
x. M. O tempt me not with thoughts of any State | 
But this that I am in; it wasa Vihon, | 
The World till now was but a'Dream to me. 
- When I was grear, I always was in Danger, [#5 
| dy and fearful when 1 lookt beneath” ' Fo 
BMX now with ſcorn I can ſee all above me, 
Happy in this, that I can fall no lower. 
Norf. O ſay no more, for pity; of Mankind, 
Leaſt Heav'n deſcend in Battails, Plagnes and Fire, | 
To ſcourge the Earth for ſo prophane a fight, | 
And treating thus the Majelty of Kings. | 
Were I a God, Nature fhou'd wrack for this, | 
The frighted World ſhowd at my; Burthen groan, | 
Whilft thus I fell with my Immortal Weight, [ Falls down fit. 
Thus at your Feet, and. cru(ht it's/Soul away. | 
Burt as I'me Norfolk (till, the meaneſt Wretch, 
EF will entreat of thee a Grave, and ſay 
. As raving Ariſtotle to the Sea, | © 
. SinceI can't conquer thee, to ſwallow me. | 
&z. M. Raiſe gallant Dyke, and ſhew me if you can, 


| 
| 
| 


. 


Where thall the wretched fly tobe at reſt ? | | Lucen rijes, 
For Tam like the Dove bathe the Ark | 
To penih by the Waterss bur yet art laſt | 


Shefaw the Mountains rear their wiſht-for T-. ps, 
"And I ces their welcome Branches 1prout abu: e 


Mary Queen of Scotland. 
The Waves ; but my poor Feet find no kind ground,””- | 


My Soul no arr y'p to reſt pany I On. 

Norf. O cou'd I dare repeat it in your hearing 
Or ad the ſacred Promiſe once you made, - 
Here you ſhou'd meet that calm repoſe you want, 
la Norfolt's grateful Breaſt. 


2», M. O name not Love! . + + 
Love always flies the wretched and deform'd, 
And I am both —— Sorrow has plaid the Tyrant, 
Plow'd up this lovely Field where Beauties grew, 
And quite transform'd it to a naked Fallow. 
That you had once my Word, tis true ; but *twas: 
When I had hopes to be aQueen again ; 
I thought to give you with fome Charms a Crown, 
Which you deſerve; but now they all are gone, 
I am not worth the taking — ceale the thought. 
+ Norf. By Heav'n ! you are above all Queens to me ; 
Your glorious Head was ſhadow'd with a Crown, 
And lovely Body ſeem'd but courſcly clad 
With Robes of Majeſty, like Stars beclouded ; 
Thoſe caſt away, the Cherubin appears 
Bright as the World was 1a its Infant years. 
Easd of this Sumpter, take your happy Flight, 
The lighter by the Load of curſed Crowns. 
You bear the badg of Heav'a where e're you go, 
Bright Beauty and Divinity all ore. 
Ge. AI. Where {hall I fly ? 
'orf. To Scythia, Wilds of Beaſts, . 
Or any where but this accurſed Place. 
To Scotlind firit, where the repenting Morton, 
(Whom real pity of your matchlels Suffterings 
Has turn'd a Saint) has writ to all rhe States 
To meer. receive you, and approve.your choice. jC) 
2+. M. Firlt ler my Virtue with my Heart conſult; '/ 
Norf. Nay, whilſt you think youll ſtumble ona Grave, 


- ws * 


Or Priſon — ah you know not what the Qveen, ' 
And your cufſt Foes are now contulting of. | 

2». M. Tofly ſuſpeRetd, is ro-make me guilty ; i266] 
Yet ſhe condemns and ſhuns me as a Monſter, ic. VP fda 


Denies what to the meancft Criminal ſhe grants=——— 77 bd. 
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Now Fear and, Paſſion 

Like Seas with bold eanegaty Winds oppreſt, 

And rouze the quiet\Qeadn (12 18y Breaſt. - 
DOE HOY DIftt 


E nutty tb rhe Daviſon with Guards. | 


** Dav. The Queen my Miſtreſs to. her Royal Sitter, 
The wrong'd and beauteousMajefty of Scortand, 
Sends by her Slave the deareſt of all Loves, 
Not ſuch as fickle, wanton Lovers pay, 
But ſach as Friends and AngeB owe each other. 
She lovingly intreats. you wow'd! accept '' + 
Of this her Guard a7 -t 
Norf. Ha! 
Dav. Not as a Reſtraint, | 
But to prote& your Life againft your Foes, 
Which ſhe ſtiltprizes dearer than her own. 
Without are Officers'prepard to wait you ' 
Toan Apartment neareſt to her own. 


- 


My Lord, I; is her Majeſties Command [To Nortolk. 
You leave the Queen, and inſtantly attend her. | 
Norf. Immortal Powers! a Guard ! F Exir Daviton- 


«. M. Haſte noble Duke, prevent her threatning Rage; 
Plead for your {elf —-Behold I am not worſe, 
Than when you ſaw me firſt at Forherine ay. 
Norf. Ah rigid Caution ! Virtue too fevere | 
Yave done a cruel Juſtice on your ſelf, 
And quite undone my hopes. .': | 
#. M. Give me your Hand, 
Twill be yours, or ne're will be Anothers : * 
That as my Heart, but oh moſt gallant Norfolk ! 
Some time allow to weigh the mce Regards 
Ot Jealous Honour in a Prince's Breaſt. 
Cruel Example, cruel! Greatneſs aws 
Our Sex and Monarchs with the hardeſt Laws —- 


Farewel. | | x | 
Laws, more curſt be Greatneſs ſtill; 


_- 


Norf. Curſt be thoſe 
Man till forbidden, knew not Whar was ill, 
And till Ambition ſowd the deadly ftrife, 
44im was bleſt, and Eve a happy Wife. 


| 
| 


WT. Virtue 


Muy, Queen of. Seotland. 


Virtueonce hop'd, and then wes ſo renown'd, ECL ef ama 


Valour made Kings, and oft was crown ns 
Merit did then o're HR _— __ ” 
The happy Pair bur lik'd, and 


- But now Love's bought, and larcla 
Eſtate and Dower are in the Ballanc 
Love ſtill was free till Pride_broke i :n by wo 
And ne're a Slave till undermin'd with Rath CE xeont Owner, 
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ACTUS.TERTIUS;- 
Scena prima. 


Morton,  Daviſen.” 


Ow famous Daviſon, *tis in'your Power, 
To bethe Genius of your threaten'd Nation, 
And the Protettor of your Crownard Laws, 


Mor. 


A glorious Merit: offers to eſpoyfe you, ' | INE. 
And make your Name 1n Enclants Cale renbynNd!« ar i; + 
Your Miſtreſs muſt not ſee the'Queeit of Scotland 3 v2 22111422171 D8AR 
This you muſt ſtudy to prevent; for'tis'', a 4 
Togive a Dagger to a Lunarick.. ys peabs. 
How do's ſhe hold her Yeſterdays Reſolve ?'. « Sd . + 

Dev. Juſt as I fear'd ;* for in "er Bed: harnbgs » 00 EE 
Early this Morn, 1 found the Duke of Norfolk” bias 


Upon his Knees, petitioning for the Queen. - wp : 
Ar firſt ſhe ſtarted, with her E relies bn Po +. 
And bid him in a fury ſtraltbe WL Ts Lat Mes. 
Then with an elevated Tone, ay YO 4 "904 Hot ord NE 
What, muſt I ne're be kneePdto b oy ON TIA0AGY 
Ali Knees, all Hearts muſt hendt6 her alone, 9/30 30h, 522 "baſh 
_— on: like the dull ſaviſh'Bez AILTY | 


TRI! 


ſT 2  Mity," Gro of Sorkin” 


That bore the Goddeſs Ind 61; is Back, 
Am worſhipdonly but for 52 0 
Mor. Said rarely ! ©”. _ | 
Dav. Then on,a ſuddain call'g TR back again, 
Blotting a Tearthar fetl,in ſpite of her, , .. . 15 10M 2 
And bid him go to the  diltreſt poor Queen, © Ws 
And bear a Token to her, * ., 
Giving a Ring, '#nd with it many a Sigh. 
Tell her, fai the, tho' Jealouſies of State 
Forbid that we ſhou'd meer, yer yet maby days, 
Nay, many hours I am not ſure to live, 
Unleſs I ſee her quickly, and embrace her. 
Mor. Then all my Fears again return. 
Dav. The Duke _ 
Riſe from the Ground &xalted and chpird, 
Leaving the Queen with Burleigh and my felt; 
But ſoon, on us preſuming to adviſe her, 
She thunder'd as the Gods on the raſh Giants, 
And made us feel what *rwas to war with Heaven. 
Then in a Rage, {he darted from her Cloſet, 
And threw the Door ſo hard with ſuch a Flounce, 
(AsT have ſeen her Father Harry io 
That made Fer pau 63g 63, 
Mor. WW vile ! 
Dav. I GEES for ſhe eanes her Attendants, | 
And fain wou'd ſhakg em. off ;; {yrvey*seach Chamber, 
And meaſures ev*ry Gallery 1n 'her.Houſe 
An hundred times, as if ſhe meant to take 
'  AView, andby the Model build the like. 
'  Eknow the Cauſe, and tho” her Sprrit's/proud, 
And weu'd not ſtoop to ſee the. Scqrerſb Queen, 
Yet ſhe ſeeks all vecaſions out to meer her, 
And therefore loyters like a Mifer's Ghoſt | 
About the Treafure that.it lov'd on Earth. | 
Mor. This mighty Duke muſt Lp low. or. fall, li; 
His Branches are ICY too high, | 


- Under whoſe Tops: our. Queen Querp ſecurely byes, | 
"n. | 


'._ And mocks the 
b: __ He thinks he's Wy oy Pyocnna] of Guilt, 
aaa will i as 


Mary, Queen of Scotland. 


Ne're to be paid, and ne're to be forgiven. 


Ile to the Duke. "5 [Exit Morton. 


Div. And Ile go ſeek the Queen 


. P . 
As Daviſon is going out, enter Gifford and meets bim. 


What art thou that has haunted me ſo long ? 
Thou look'ſt as if thou mean'ft to draw my Picture. 
I ſaw thee in the Preſence of the Queen, 
Which, when I left, thou follow'd(t me, 
And ſtill furvey'ſt me with a curious Eye. 
What woud'ſt thou with me ? ſay, whe art ? 

Giff. A Man. 

And what indeed is rare in ſuch a Place, 
A Miracle at Court, an honeſt Magn. 
I am a Prieſt. 
Dev. How dar tthou peep thy Head withintheſe Walls? 
Ple have thee ſeiz'd. | 
Griff. Thou'd(t better, if *twere poſſible, 
The Guardian Angel of thy Miſtreſs ſeize. 
Ime hir'd tc kill the Queen. 
Dav. O monſtrous Villain ! 

Giff. Tam no Villain, but a Scourge to Villains: 
I have the Inſtrument of Fate about me. 

Dav. O horrid ! moſt unheard of Impudence ! 
Durſt thou tell this to me that am ber Servant ? 

Gzff. Becauſe you are, therefore I ſought you out, 
And came not here to a it, but reveal it. £37 
Hell cou'd not reſt and know it. 

Dav. Thou fay'ſt well. - 

What dire Companions in this Tragedy- 
Haſt thou ? who fet you on ?' 

GF. O they are mighty, !. 2 
Nor was the Queen alone t'have felt the Blow. 

Dav. Is not the Queen-of Scorland inthe Plot ? 
Speak as thy Virtue prompts thee, and the Throne;. 
Thy Innocence, and Heav*a be allthy Guard: 

Gf. I know that for Her ſake this was-contriv'd ;; 
But dare not think that ſhe's conſenting to it. 

Dav.. Wer't thou alone. toatt this monſtrous Treaſon? 


| Mary, Queen of Feet 


o 
@. if. No, five bold Villains. mags beſides my ſelf,” 
Cork that m Name ſhon'd'ere be read for one) - 
[1-made of Nature's ruffeſt; fierceſt Mould, 
Have enterd in a damn'd Aﬀociation, 
(Start Heav'n, and all Divinity to hear) 
To kill-rhe Queen!- to-murther Majeſty ! 
Their ſeveral Inſtrumepts of Death, in ſport | 
They made the Guilt of Chance. | One had a Sword | 
Fell to his ſhare ; the ſecond choſe a Gun, | 
The third a Piſtol ; Poyſon had the fourth ; 
The fifth had Water forthe Deed, who was, 
If all the reſt had fai'd thave ſunk her Barge, | 
Rowing ſome Evening, as her Cuſtom is, | 
From Greenwich ; an chis Da ger was my Lot. ( Shew a Dagger. 
Nev. Thou'ſt gain'd a glorious, and immortal Credit, 
Griff. I can produce what will amaze you worle. | 
N o Necromancer ever ſhew'd the Face 
Of a ſuſpe&ed Stealer in a Glaſs, | | 
As I the lively Figures of theſe Monſters, | 
In glorious oftentation of the Deed, 
Painted on Tablets ſet in Gold, with Babinoton 
High inthe midft, and in his threatning Hand 
Graſping the Weapon that ſhou'd kill the Queer, 
And underneath this horrid —_ Artes; 
Hi mihi ſunt Comites quos ipſs pericals ducunt. 
Dev. O Villain! Ev ever ſee Queen Mary 
Giff Never, but have het Letrers to the Pope, ' | 
To the Confedgrgtes, and to Babiwvron. ' 
Dav. To B:Vmpron | fay, does ſhe write to him ? 
Gif} To him—I am th' intruſted Tr. 
Dav. Do'ſt know them to be hers? ? Who gave 'em you! ? 
Giff. Her Secretary Curl. ' 
Dav. But are on firs they are the 8 wp own Hand ? 
Gif. Her Hand I know not, but her Name is to'em. 
To me they're firſt deliver'd to convey ; 
And henceforth as they come inro __ hands, | | 
To you Ile give em. * | + ny 
Dav. Do {o, which Tle open; n4 5 
And cauſe them. to be neatly Fntterfoires | 
Then fend the falſe, and keep the owe ones by me Ya 


— — —_— —— — — — 


| 
' 


| 


But 
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' Mary,*Queen of Scotland. 
But hold, we are-percewd:;; come, follow me, 
And when time ſerves, Ile bring thee to the Queen, [Exeunt. 


Enter Queen Mary, youns Domelas, and Women at the other Door. 
Dowglas "pies Daviſon and Gifford; 


Qu. M. Shew me the unfreqa uented'{t Gallery 
To walk in; for we have not chang'd our Sms; ; 
Weonly have a little |: arger Priſon; 

Dow. Ha '! 

Qs. M. What do's ail the Genius of his Queen s 
Why this Diſorder ? wherefore didft thou ſtart ? 

Da. Saw you that Fellow Madam ? 

Qu. M. Yes, why ask | thou ? : 

Dow. I know not, but a ſuddain Horror ſeiz'd me 
At that Mans ſight, as if he were ſome Fiend. 

Was not that Dav:/--: and he together 
In private talk ?-—— Ah Madam, Daviſon 
A Spy of Quality, and Lepier here ® 
of Plots againſt your ſacred Innocence. 
By your unſporred Soul ! juſt fuch a oo 

(Pray Heav*®n he's not the ſame) Toft V 

With Vavrs during your Imprifonment. 

Omy prophetick Heart warns and foretells me, 

There's -pymavn gangring in our ſcarce clos'd Wounds. 

Qu. M. Thou needPlt not fear, for my kind Siſters Love; | 
And my own [anocence ſhall conquer all ; 
That Hell and Furies can invent againſt me. 

Dow.W hat mean theſe drops? O Heav'ns! what means this ſhaking? 
Young Prophets never wept nor trembP'd fo, * 
For Pity, when they told the Fate of Kingdoms. - £ 
Ah brighteſt Star that ere adoyn'd the World! | 
Take, Take young Dowela's Counſel and retire; 

O ſhun this barbarous Place, and fly this Moment: . 

2x. M. What doit thoft mean? 

* Dow. I know not, bur am pull'd 
By ſome ſtrange Deſtiny thar ſeems to-you 1 
As if Irav'd, but bye(t were you *rwere madneſs. 7" 
Laſt Night no ſooner was I laid torelt, OILS 0G 
Bur iuft three drops of Blood fell from my Noſe, © + - 3 lf 


Ss | C2) 
122 Mary, Queen of Scotland. 
And ſtaind my Pillow, which I found this'Moraing, - | 
And wonder'd at. | | 
2s. M. That rather does betoken 
Some miſchief to thy ſelf. 
Dow. Perhaps to Cowards, 
Who prize their own baſe Lives, but to the Brave 
Tis always fatal tothe Friend they love. 
Mark further. 1 was ſcarcely falla aſleep, 
But You were repreſented to my Fancy, 
Deck'd like a Bride with Norfolk in your Hand : 
The amorous Duke [hot Smiles with ev'ry Word, 
Whilſt you return'd e'm with more piercing Darts ; 
But ſtrait it ſeem'd to Lighten, and a Peal 
Of dreadful Thunder rent you from each other, 
Whilſt from the Cieling painted ore like Heaven, 
| Methought I ſaw the furious ren of England 
Like angry Juno mounted on a Cloud, | 
Light on a Throne, at which dread Sight you vaniſhe. | 
2%. M. Theſe are but ſtarggiof an o'rewatchful ſoul, 
Which always repreſent to us aſleep, 
What moſt we fear, or wj hen ware awake. | 
Dow. Ah my beſt Mi on my knees I beg you, 
Tho” the brave Duke be aSrenown'd as any 
That ere the antient Greeks pickt out for Gods ; 
Tho' never Man fo riyval'd all his Sex, 
And left em bare of Virtues like himſelf ; 
Yet for your precious Life's ſake that's more worth 
' Than thouſand Dukes, break off your Marriage with him. 
£> Ge. My little Guardian Angel, thou doſt rouze | 
And beat a War within my Breaſts, berween 
The Intereſt of my Love and Preſervation ; 
Thou knowſt *twas long confulted, and at laſt 
Concluded beſt for my unccrtain State. 
Leiceſter and Cecil, both of *em have promis'd, 
With M29» too, to gain the Q1eens Conlent. 
Dow. There's Myrton in it, therelore go no farther. 
£-. M. Thon woudlt not-have me wed the gallant Duke, 
Yet thou wou'd{t have mefy.;. where ſhall I fly ? 
I dare not go to Scorland, That lays wait 
Tocatch me in a hundred Snares of Death ; 


| 
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Mary Queen of Scotland. 


And into Fraxce, I will not, muſt not go ; bs 
For then my Sifter may with reaſon fay, 
I went for Aid to drive her from her Throne ; 
Beſides, with {ad Experience oft we find, 
France ſeldom to a baniſht Prince is kind. 

Dow. See where he is, juſt in the moment Heav'n! 
As if ill Fate againſt-it ſelf were kind, _ 
And comes to warn you that you might avoid it. 

Qs. M. What ſhallI do? ſay Heavn; for lo I ſtand 
Like one that in a Deſart ſeeks his way, 
Sees ſeveral Paths, yet doubting of the right, 
Stands in a m3ze, and fears to yenture upon any. 


Enter to them Norfolk a»d Morton. 


Norf. What ! what in tears, thou mourning Excellence ! 
Shed not that precious Balm in vain, bur ſpare it 
To heal the world when Nature 1s a dying, 
And Chaos ſhall be threatned once again. 
O fave thoſe Pearls to buy large Empires for us, 
And when wave liv'd to the old Pacggrg's Ape, 
To purchaſe twice as _ years of Heaven. 
Mor. Weep you when Love and joyful Hymen wait 
To baniſh Griet for ever from your Breaſt ! 


", M. Morton, 1 will proceed no further in this Marriage. 


My Lord, I fear it will be fatal to us. 
Norf. What do l hear ! 
2+. M. By all my hopes I dare nor. 
Moſt generous Norfolk ! to your virtuous Love 
I ow my Freedom, and what's more, my Life, 
And Marys Heart is bur the leaſt return 
That ſhe can make ; but if that Heart proves fatal, 
A wretched Load to curſe with woes the Taker, 
And fink the Noble Veſſel that does hold it, 
Then Charity forbids me be ſo cruel 
Think 1 deny you for your own dear fatety, 
Think I deny my felf — Run, fly, forfake me, 
Seek not for ſhe'ter in a falling Tower, 
But leave me to be wretched here alone. 
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34 Mary , Queen | of - Scotland. 
Norf. Shou'd all the Faggabredklools to bar my way, 


And were that Marble ol Heav 'n deſcending 
To cruſh me and my Hopes, Tag fly .ehis moment, 
And periſh with my Love, but: Pde enjoy ber.. 
Give me this trembling Hand, the fairelt Lilly 

Set in the loveljeft, Garden of zhe Worid, 

; Purer and whiter than the Virgin /$pow. 

if *tis a Sinto blot jr with 8 Tear, | 
O cou'd it ſpeak. 'twau'd expiate'the Crime, 

And ſay my foul does want 8 paugher Language, 
To chide my Alban Quggts 1 +l by 

2», M. Ceaſe Narfolk, £64le 311 
By all your hopes of happineſs I charm you. 
Your better Genius, not my own forctells me, 
This deed will be the ruine of your Fortunes, 
If not your Life; fiſt break it to the Queen, 
Gain her Conſent. -; 1 - | 

Mr. Thar is already done 3 
Leiceſter long ſince implor'd her Royal Leave ; 
She knows it, and innot forbidding it, 

Her Silence muſt be taken for,a Grant. 

Qu. M. Delay it but a aff and let me go 
My ſelf, if Bluſbes will not quite-confound me, 
And ask the Queen. 

Mor. You ſtill create freſly Hazards, 

And ſtill forget the Queen denies to ſee you ; 
Beſides, that were to wake ſome new ſurmile 


Of State; perhaps ſhe then demur on th&Requeſt, 


And call your Foes to Council, which when done, 

And paſt prevention, ſhe*l not blame the Deed. 
Norf. O gallant Morton | let me thank thee thus, 

More pitiful than weeping Virgins are, 

And kind as interceding Angels thou. 

Mor. Go quickly then, and tye'this ſacred Knot 
Due to your lnt reſt, due to both your Loves ; 
Elizabeth ſhall jealous be no more, 

Nor fearful then that any foreign Prince 
Shou'd thereby joyn his Kingdom to your Right, 
And claim your lawful Title to hex Crown. 


| 


| DEmbraces 


Morton. 


Mary, Queen of Scotland: 


Go inſtantly, how e're ſhe ſeems to frown, 
She'l ſmile within her heart to hear *tis done, 
Norf. By all your Woes now fed, my Service paſt, 
And more, by all ”=— precious Vows I beg yous: 
Qs. M. Why do you hold me ? where d'ye hurry me, 
To be your Fate, to be your Enemy ? 
Norf. Remember;-O remember Fothering ay ! 
Remember what it heard, and eccho's ſtill, 
Your oft repeated Vows, and Norfolt*s Groafis. 
Q M. Some pitying An;zel from above, behold, 
Fly {wift, and point the Path that I muſt follow. 
Mr. Away, the Sun ſets forth like a gay Brideman 
With you. 
£Q«. M. Come then, conduct me ſince I muſt. 
And now Ambition, Empire, All be.gon, 
[ leave you with y our heavy Weight a Crown, 
And if I err, bright Regiſter ahove, 
Mark with forgiveneſs, all my fault was Love. 
Mor. Curſt Accident ; the Queen's approaching hither. 
2s. M. What is't you ſay ? Obear me from her fight. . ,. 
My Joy and Fear like two huge Giants fight. 
Hope bids me fly, my trembling heartforbids, 
But who can Love and Reaſon both obey ? = 
Do what you will with me, AWAY, Way. 


CY 
Enter Qucen Elizabeth, Cecul, Daviſon., Loras ana Atcem- 
dents. Queen Elizabeth ſees Norfolk and Qneeu Mary .go ow 


at the other Sac. * 
2s. E. Ha ! ſee my Lords! Idare not truſt my Sight... .._-- 
Is not that NVor/o/t, fo officious with "HR | 


I. , 
- - 3 


”_ 


The Queen *? 4D 
Cec, May*t pleaſe your Majeſty, 1t 15, | natn> ogt 
+ E, Bid him returdf— [Daviſon calls; the; 

See, ſhe comes with him too. Dake, bask. Queen 
My Lord, how dare you take her by the Hand ? Mary comes bh, 
Nay, talk with an Offender *gainſt your Queen ! _ wah bim. 
And flight thus plain my,politive Cammaagds. _ 


Bold Duke ! If Iam Queen, you then {ball kaow, 


F 2 Thoud' by 


he .* Mary, Queen of Scotland. 
Thoud'ſt better thruſt thy Hands into the Flame, 
Or took a Lyon by the Paw. | 
2«. M. Alas! [2 neen Mary makes up at 
Let not the Noble Duke for Me be blam'd, ſome diſtance ro Queen 
' Nor beara Weight ſo dreadful as your Anger, Elizabeth, 
When I am thought by You the chief Tranſgreſlor. | 
He only met a poor afflicted Wretch, 
Loſt in a Wild, and put her in her Way ; 
For here l wander to my ſelf unknown, 
Know few, and taken notice of by none. 
Q4. E. She has a glorious Form ! | 
By thoſe bright Conſtellations o're our Heads, | 
Which Story tells where charming Women once, | 
There 1s not half ſuch Beauty in thoſe Orbs, 
Nor Majefty in Heav'n——Think you my Lords, 
That ſhe appears ſo beautiful as fam'd ? 
What dull and fottiſh Fancies have my Women ! 
I ne*re was ſet ſo 1ll together in 
My Life——Look but on her ; and yet methinks 
She is beholden to her Sable Dreſs, 
As, through a Jetty Sky Stars glitter moſt. 
Cec. *T1s no diſpraiſe to th* Beauty of the Queen, 
To ſay Yours Rival's Hers, and all the Sex. 
Qu. E. Nay, now you grolly flatter me, Old Man. 
"Tis long of ſuch mean Sycophants as you, 
That Princes are ſo wretched, ne're ro know 
The Errours of their Perſons, nor their Minds. | 
4. M. What, nota Word! Am] not worth one word ? 
Now Heav*n ! I dare you now to do your worſt, ah 
You cannot curſe me now more if you woud. | 
«. E. Aſſiſt me row my Courage, Pity, all 
Stand by my Soul; how ſhall I bear it now :! | 
wo M. Nor yet a Look ! not one kind Look upcn me ? 
No Token that I once was Scorlands Queen | | 
«. E. Hear this obdurate Cecily Dawſon | 
Ye Seed of Rocks, you Brood of Wolves and Tigers! 
Yave made me a worſe Monlter than your ſelves, | 
| That when Ide look on her, ſhe aws my Sight, 
* Like aloatl''d Fiend, I dare not ſee the Light. 


Qu, M. 


Mary, Oneen' of Scotland. _ 37 


Qs. M. Cou'd Angels think our Meeting ſhou'd be thus ! 
Thus Mary and El:z4beth ſhou'd greet ! 
So do the Chriſtians and the Pagans treat, 
The brave Plantazenct with th' Ortomon, 
The golden Eagle with the Silyer Creſcent, 
But never thus the White Croſs. with the Red. 
Norf. This needs muſt charm, were ſhe more fell than Woman, 
2s. M.The friendly Ocean, when the world was made, 
Took care to joyn our Countries cloſe together, 
And ſhall not we our Loves and tender Hearts? 
We whom one happy loving Iſland holds, 
Of the ſame Sex, the ſame bleſt Faith embrace ; 
And one rich Blood travels through both our Veins. 
Shou'd we thus meet, and at a diſtance talk ? ; 
Qs. E. Support me Cec:l, forl ſink with ſhame. 
s. M. The beauteous Margaret, your Royal Aunt, 
Whoſe right and lawful Grand-daughter I am, 
Mer not my Grand-father, the valiant James, 
With ſuch a ſcornful and revengeful Brow ; 
For if ſhe had, I never had been born, 
And you not known the hated Queen of Scotland. 
4. E.Heav*ns lift me from this place where I am rooted; 
On Wings of Angels bear me to her Arms. 
4. M. What ever contrary Effe& it works 
In your hard Breaſt, I'me ſure that partof you 
That is in mine, torments me to get forth ; | 
Bounds upward, and leaps outward to embrace you ; 
My whole Blood ſtarts — 
©. E. And mine can hold no longer —— 


iy Siſter ! Oh ——— [Rueen Elizabeth runs 
4. M. Can this bereal ? and embraces her. 


4, E. Ah turn not from me, leſt you force me now 
To link into the Earth low as my Crimes, 
Deeper than H-ll, whereto that Cruelty 
Is fled, that parted us ſo long aſunder 
Throw thy lov'd Arms as I do mine about thee, 
And never feel leſs Joy than Ido now. ET | 
Oh, 'Tis too great, it is unſpeakable! | | 
Cleave to my Brea(t, for I want words to tell. 


38 Mary, Queen of Scotland. 

Vu, M. Then farewel heace all Miſeries and Wrongs, 
Forgiveneſs now and Pleaſures fill my Breaſt. 

Mine were not half ſo great when 1 eſpous'd, 

And threw theſe Arms about young Francis Neck, 
And laid me down the Queen of half the World. 

I feel the Blood of our glad Anceſtors, 

The Spirit of every brave Plantageret, 

Glow through my.Checks, and ſtart upto my Lips, 

To parley with, to wonder at, to kils 

Their Royal Brothers hovering upon thine. 

I rave, Iam diſtratted with the Joy ; 

Ic is too great ; for fence, I faint, I dye. 

2%. E. Look down you Powers, take notice how I love her, 
Worihip this Token as glad Saints receive 
Angels when ſent Embaſſadors from Heaven. 

Wu. M. Olet me go, let raviſhe Mary go ; | 
Give my wild ſoy ſome breath, fome Room to walk in, | 
Or I ſhall burſt into ten thoufand Attoms, | | 
AS many pieces as y ave murthering Charms 
Here, take me, kill, or quickly carry me 
Back to the dreadful Priſon from whence I came ; 

A thouſand years of pain 1s not enough 
For this one moment of Seraphick joy ; _ 
That (he is kind, and thinks me innocent ! 
Sound Heay*n, me innocent \,that one word's more 
Than Tongue can ſpeak, or all &re faid before. 
2%. E. Ah Royal Miry! urge no more my Cuilrt, 
But blot it from thy Breaſt, as I from mine ,— 
Down on your Knees all that regard my Frowns ; | [ To her At- 
Behold your Queens; both Scorch and Engliſh hear; | rendunts. 
Let my dread Voice far as the Winds be heard, | 
From Silver Thimes to Golden Tweed proclaim, 
With harmony of Drums and Trumpets ſound, 
Not her, nor me alone, not One, but both, 
Sound Mary and Elizabeth your Queens. 
2s.M. O be leſs kind, leaft Heav*n ſhou'd ſnatch my Jays, 
And hoard 'em up for Deities themſel yes ; | 
For they re too'great for Mortal ſence to bear. | 
Here Vie not change my bappy State to be q 
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Mary,-Queen of Scotland. 

Greater than Ceſar, Philips mad-brain'd Son, 

Or ſwearing 4:/«s with rhe Globe upon him. 
£s.'E. Ido her wrong to keep her from new Joys. 

Each moment ſhall beget, each hour bring forth 

Freſh Pleaſures agg rich Welcomes to delight her. 

Prepare her Table, deck her Bed of State ; 

Let her Apartment ſhine with golden Arras, 

Richer than ere was wrought in Perſian Loom. 

Strew Perfumes in her Way, ſweeter than Incenſe, 

Rare as the Sun ſucks ev*'ry Morning up, 

And ſweet as is the Breath upon her Lips. 

Soft Muſick found when e're ſhe wakes or ſleeps, 

Muſick as ſweet, harmonious, and as ſtil! 

As does this ſoft and gentle Boſom fill. 
Norf. See the Queen's Orders inſtantly obey'd. 
2s. E. Thus let us go with hand in hand combin?d, 

The White Croſs with the Red thus ever joyn'd. 

Enolazd with Scotland ſhall no longer jar, 

Nor Albany with Albion no more War ; 

But thus we?! live, and walk thus ev'ry day, 

Till from the Verge of Life we drop away. 

So have I ſeen rwo Streams with eager pace, 

Haſten to meet, and lovingly embrace ; 

Making one Current as we make one Soul, 

Till Arm in Arm they in the Ocean roll. 
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40 May, of Scotlatid. 
ACTUS QUARTUS. 
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Scena Prima. 


_—_——_—___ 


_ Cecil, Daviſon, ſeverally. 


Cec. Eep Davi/on, and drown thy Head in Tears, 
\ \ Or let thy Tongue for Eloquence ſo famd, 
Be mute for-ever or like Schriech Owls howl, 
If thou want'ſt Words to mirigate his Crime, 
And Charm with Pity the offended Queen. 
The gallant Duke, the Darling of the World, 
. The Scipio, the delight of Mankind's ſeiz'd. 
Yeu came from ſearching of his Papers, ſay, 
What hopes have his ſad Friends that he wall clear 
Himſelf? i | 
Dav. O none ! The falſe accurſed Morton | 
That fir'd the Duke's fond Paſſion to the Queen, 
"Then like a Villain to his Foes betray'd him ; 
This Serpent of Deluſion has diſcover'd 
What ee the brave and generous: hearted Man 
- Did in his harmleſs Mind intruſt him with. 
Cec. What Circumſtance or Sign of any Treaſon 
Amongſt his Lettersfound you? 
Dav. Very lictle,*. | 
Beſides his aim to wed the Queen of Scorland ; 
.- Yet one thing paints ſome Colour of a Guilt. 
It does appear he furniſh'd her with Money 
To aid her Friends in Scorland ; who, you know 
Bo at this time invade our Erglifh Borders. 
Here is the Paper,. which, alas, was found 
Under the Mat beneath poor Norfolls Bed, 
Pia&'d there on purpoſe, as ſfuppos'd by all, | 
By Hichford, a Domeſtick of the Duke's, | 
Who, apprehended, has accusd his Maſter — | 


” 


Mary, Queenof Scotland. 


Read here a Liſt of ſeveral Lords his Friends, 
As Arundel, Southimpton, and the reſt, 
All order to be taken. 
Cec. Curſed Chance ! 
What temper ho!ds the Queea ia this extream 2 
Dav. Fiery and cool again in ev'ry Breath, 
At once ſhe fighs and pities the fall'n Man, 
And the ſame moment rages and upbraids him. 
Cec. O ſhe mult worſe be ſtung before to Morrow ! 
How wi!l {he bear her ſelf when ſhe ſhall know 
The foul Conſpiracy of Babingron ! 
Place Grd ready as the Queen comes forth, 
"Tis dangerous to conceal it any longer. 
* Methinks I pity lels Queen Afzry's Fate, 
Since it has colt the Ruine of the Duke 
See where 'a comes ; wou'd Cecrl had no eyes ; 
Yet he bears man]y up, rears his ſtout Head 
Like a brave Veſlel in a Storm, and ſcatters 
Bright Beams of Majeſty through all his Clouds. 


Enter the Duke Guarded, Guards cry, room for the Duke. 


Norf. Room for the Duke! Room for no Duke, no Lord ; 

The Emblem of expiring Greatneſs rather. 

Man is the trueſt Dial of his Fate ; 

His Princes Favour and the Sun at Noon 

Shews not a thing fo beauriful and great ; 

Whullt he, 

(As the proud Peacock that abhors his Feet) 

Sees not his growing Shadow on the Ground. 

Cecil, thou and falſe Leice/ter have undone me, 

Brought by thy cruel caution in thele Fetters, 

And by the Villain Morton thus betray. - | 
Cece. Theſe Tears be Witnefles I never meant it. . 
Norf. My Lord, 1 do believe you ; but you are 

Too good a Stateſ-Man, and too nice a Friend. 

What e're wiſe Ceci/ can have hopes to _ 

Perhaps to heap a Maſs of Wealth and Fame ; 

Yet cruel Policy ne're proſper q Ing, . 

And thou may't once lye loath d as any Slave, 

Condemn(d by all, and hated in 3 "7I8E 
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42 Mary, Queen of Scotland. 
Cee. By all that's juſt, you wrong the Love T bear you- "IE 


Behold the Queen ——Lle gain "ou Life, Brave Duke | 
"_y venture mine. 


Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lords, Dayiſon, I "i and ; © 1:2 OY 


Moſt merciful and mighty! 
Behold your Ceci! bends rhat ne're et kneel 
To you in vain -—<O'ſþare the pallant Duke, | 
And I will promiſe, and himſelf ſhall Gear | 
Henceforth to prove the faithfull'ſt of your SubdyeCts, 
And from this hour abjbre'the Quiee of Scat lind. 
N 'orf. Hold Burleigh, go no farther for the Globe ; 

If the leaſt Word, that Ile abjure the Queen | 

Scapes from thy Tongue, by yon bright Heav'n 'tis falle, | 
That Ple ask pardon, thg*f never,wrong'd you, | 

Tis but a Word, and I wift do it! thus.” | [KN nee 
For Kings are like Divinitics on Fatth, 

W hom none can ſerve; but mult ſometimes offend. 
But to deny my Love, and to Cilclajm her ! 
O ye bright Powers,! abjure my Aihan Queen ! 
Firſt let'me grovel in the worſt of Dungeons, | 
Flat like a Toad, and feed on Damps and Vapours, {| 
A thouſand years, if I could live fo long. | 
Whar ! foro ſave my Life! a hated Scull ! | 
Had I as many Heads as I have Hairs i 
- Tobe ſhear'd off me like a Field of Corn, "7 
= Yet, after that, not one {hold be. To'biſe, | 

But ev'ry Head ſhou'd ſpeak and ſound her Name, 
_ 8%. E. Youl find,botd'Duke,this One has ſaid roo muc! 
= Anddone more than ws and Hells car anſiver. 
E "ova, am I bravd?. by iry's *Chacipion' threaren'd! - 
| Carry hin to th Tho Hens, dTtom'the Peers 
| Chule three and irty; 1: to behis Judges. | 
|, Flehave himtry'd to ni0yr6' fab if aff, . 
{ Beheaded ftrair, ſend hisAt > Biba 
To travel for that airy Cf 
| And tell me when 'tis gg 
- Oxcalls out for his Alban Q 
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Mary, Queen of Scotland. 43 


O, where my Soul, is there a Friend that's juſt ? 
Or after him a Man that Ican truſt. : [Ajide. 
Norf. You need not doubt it ; for by Heay'n I will. 
That dying Maftyr who invokes her Name, 
Cal's for more aid than all the Saints above. 
She is her {elf Salvation ; but for her, 
This Ile 1d been-hke flaming /£:x4 found, 
Or, as the World was, with the Ocean drown'd. 
£+. F. She's talle, and thou a moſt ungrateful Traytor. 
Here's 1 107, Cecrl, all the World can witnef5 
Thou didit alpire to marry her and get my Crown, 
With her Conſent. 
Norf. By the Immortal Judgel am betray'd, 
And {he's abus'd by Villains. 
Cecil will not, no honeſt Man dar's fay it, 
But Morton as the worſt of Devils may. 
O ſhe's ſo good, fo Innocent, and mild, 
That Scor/2nd, wert thou curlt to this degree, 
Shou'd all thy Seed there ſow'd yield nought but Poyſons, 
And pregnant Women bring forti none but Mortons, 
Thou halt atton'd for all ſuch 111510 breeding Her. 
©. E. Away with him, and let me never ſee 
That Head again, bpt on a Pinacle. 
Norf. Bear Witneſs all you Powers, I bear it mildly, 
And for my Fate I kneel again and b'efs you. 
May you live-ever, and for /Vorfolks Death _ 
Ne're ſleep a moment of your Lite the worſe, 
But paſs your fott Eternity away 
With Angels Days, and Lovers bleſſed Nights —<— 
But for the injurd Queen I rite inf{pir'd ; 
And tho? a threatend Prophet, yet dare ipeak. 
When e're She falls, whictrboth the bleſt in Heavn, 
And damn'd in Hell forbid : It you-believe 
And puniſh not thoſe Villains that betray'd hzr ; 
Loud Cherubins to Earth your Guilt {hall ſound, 
Which worſe than the Laſt Trumpet {hall rebounJ ; T 
Wake or aſleep her Image ſhall appear, | 
And always hollow Mzry in your Ear. - RT 
Cec. Now, Dawi/on's the Time. [ £x:t Duke Carded, 
G 2 D 
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44 | Mary, Queen of Scotland. | 
Dav. May't pleaſe your Majeſty, 
What ſhall be done with the offending Queen 7 - | 
2s. E. Nething, bold, ſaucy Pen-man, I ſay nothing. 
Send Norfolk to the Tower ; but on your Lives 
I charge you, uſe no Violence on Her. 
Make not ſuch haſte ; too ſoon: you'l break this Heart, : 
Then glut your ſelves with cutting oft of Heads. 
Dav. Then ſo much for rhe Duke —- Ca!l Gifford 10. 


Emer G ford: 


If you are drown'd, ſteep'd in a Lethargy 
Of Love and o'regrown Mercy to this Queen, 
And will not op'n your Eyes to fee! your danger, 
Then we that are your watchful Servants muſt —— 
Behold and hear ; for 'tis ſo loud and plain, 
That *twill aſtoniſh ev*ry Senſe within you. 
This Man, this honeſt man, whole Statue ought 
To be ſet up-in gold in all your ſtreets, 
Inſpir'd by Heav'a, diſcovers that himſelf, 
With five bold Ruffians more were all ſet on 
By Mary Queen of Scors to murther you. 
24. E. To murther me ! 
Cec. Forbid it Heav®n an Stars, 
To kill the Qeen ! | 
Dav. With Sacraments they bound it. 
More horrid than e're Catiline mvented, 
Who, to ſlave Rome, tyd it with humane Blocd. 
Firſt view the: Monſters pitur*d to the Life, | 
Each with a ſeveral Inſtrument of Fate [ Produces the Tablet? 
Wav'd in his Hand, with which to Hell rhey fwore, | 
If either of them fail'd to cut you off. | 
Q». E. Preſerve me Heaven! | _ [Queen tik b the Tablets 
Dav. What, do's it make you ſtart ? in hy Han!. 
Do theſe odd Hieroglyphicks make you wonder ? | 
The Rogue that Grd the gawdy Fane at Eph: ſus, | 
Deſerv'd to be a-Sainr to theſe ; he ſtrove. | 
Bar for a little Memory after Death ;- 
But theſe before, preſumptuouſly defy 
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Mary, Queer of Scotland. 45 
Heay'n, and the World, Vanticipate the Blow, F 
AnJ tell Mankind they glory in the Deed. 
«, E, What's here ? a Latin Verſe, which he that is 

The Chief, does ſeem to bellow from his Mouth ; 
Theſe are Compamions chos'n and fit for ſuch a danger — 
Here is thy Face makes one amonglt the Villains. 
Giff. With horrourI confeſs it. © —- 
Q«. E. Name the reſt. 
Gzff. I will ; bur wonder when you hear what Men 
Of ſeveral Stations clubb'd to do this Miſchief. 
The Elements were not more aptly mixt 
To make a pertfe& World, as they to do a Deed, 
Wou'd ſtartle Nature and unhx the Globe, 
And hurl it trom its Axel Tree and Hinges. 
This firſt is B 553270, Rich; and of Birth, [ Pointing t0 the 
Might lift him to be xank'd among(t the Nobles ; Tablets. 
Young, proud and daring, fiery and ambitious. | 
Qs. E. Iknow the Gentleman of Derby(bzre. 
He came to me for lcave to go to Fraxce. 
G:f. The ſame. | 
«. E, O horrid ! Whocan read a Villain 7 
How ſubtly Nature paints, hides a falſe Heart, 
And ſhroud's a Traitor in an Angels Garb : 
The next. 
G:ff. Tillny a Countier. 
Cec, What, the Q1een's own Servant ? 
Dav. I know him too, his Father's only Hopes, 
Heir to a great Eſtate. O Parricide ! 
Gif. This, Bur» v-/, turbulent, and precipWMtc. 
A bloody minded Wretch fit for the Deed; * 
Of Ir land. ; 
Cee. I believe each Word thou utter. 
Without his Country it had been no Plot. 
Gf. Sroaze, a Ruffiarrof the worlt degree, 
And never to be pamred as he 1s ; 
Stew'd in a Brothel houſe, and tann'd 1n Blood. 
2». E. O Quicen! O Muy! where's thy Refuge now? 
G'F. The fitth is Chrnxtk, Student of the Law. 
Laſtly, to make the Compound great, my Self. 


Ben Ea, 


46 Mary, Queen of Scotland. 

24. E. Pve heard too much. 

Tf this be true, how ſhall I help thee now ? 
Boldly this Breaſt has ftood the Shock, but now 
Can ho!d no longer —— hence, be dumb for ever. 
* O for the quiet that my Mind has loſt, 

My Crown I'de give, a Kingdom I'de beſtow, | 
But for the ſweet Repoſe my Soul laſt Night | 
Enjoy'd-— Hear Heav'n, deny me not this Prayer ; 

Curſe me with Madneſs, blaſt me with Dilcales, 

Melt this loath'd Crown away like ſcalding Lead, 

Turn all my Hairs to Snakes upon my Head, 

And in a Dungeecn let me long lament ; | 

All Tle endure, make her bur innocent. | 

Cee. *Tis fit you double all your Strength about you, | 
- Andletthe Qttcen immediately be ſeizd. | 

Qs. Ex.Tis tale, the 1s abusd, and all is forg'd. 

She 15 not, can't, nor ſhall {he guilty be. 

Confelſs it, do, and Ple forgive you all ; 

I now command you, nay, intreat you too, 

Be merciful to your tormented Queen, 

And O, reſtore my Siſter's Innocence again, 

See, Monſter, Villain, Fury, Devil, Prieſt ! | #1 

Be ſure thou prov'ſt this Crime upon my Siſter, [To Gittord. 
Be ſure thou doſt, wichout the ſmalleſt doubr, | 

Or I will have thee hang'd to touch the Sky, | 

For Sun to burn thee, and the Clouds to quench thee, | 
To ſhew to Heav*n, to ſhew to Earth below, | 
The Wretch fo curſt, and baniſht both for ever. | 
Or I will have thee kg, long yearsa dying, | 
Feed thee by Weight to ſtarve, a Grain a day, M 
Whilſt thy rack'd i!eſh whole Ages ſhall decay, 
And Spirits by ſlow degrees diftikaway. 

Yet, O! Tis all too little to recal | 

That wealthy Maſs of quiet thou haſt robb'd me off. ' 

Cec. *Tis the Requeſl of all your faichful SubjeQts, | 
That you'd be pleas'd to ſeize the Queen of Scor/and, Cecil 14 Da- 
Leaſt ſhe ſhou'd a& what is but.yer deſign'd. viſon Ezecl. 

Dav. Your ſacred Life's in hazard ev*ry hour, | 
For Heav'ns ſake, and for pity to your ſelt, 

For all your Nations Lives, thinkon the Danger. 
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Mary, Quecn of Scotland. 47 


Cee. Thus lower yet, we beg you wou'd conſent, [Fall proftrate, 
Or your Court-Gates will ne're be free from Throngs 
Of your poor People, who with Groans and Cries, 
Will force you to in Rindnefs to your {elf 
Qs. FE. Riſe, Cec;/ 
Let the Conſpirators be apprehended, _ 
Of whom'this G/foz74gives you information. 
Cec. And not the Queen 1 
Qu. E. Spare my Sifters Lite ; 
If nothing but a Queens Blood will content you, 
Take mine, ye ravenous Wolves. 
Cec. Alas! -— — | | 
Qu. F," Be gone, why was this hid from me fo long ? 
Yeave robb'd me of my reft, eternal reft. 
If this be real, I had ſoon been dead, | | 
And then ne'rce felt the Blow, caufe unexpetted ; . 
But now ten thouland Deaths are not fo painful, 
As this curit Life, whichthou doft ſtrive to fave ; 
My Soul is wrack*d, my Reputation, All | 
In this loath'd AR, -that'thou wou'dſt have me do. 912 00 TEE 
Cec, Whole Soul, whoſe Repntarion'will be rack*d,  FLOEY 
And cealurd with fſevereſt Plagues from Heaven, | 
If by your fond Negle@t, 'you' looſe thar Life, 
Incruſted by the Powers to guard your Nations, 
And leave your Law's and Liberties betray'd, | 
Your SubjeQs all a Prey to forreign Yoaks, 0 ERS 
Dye and bequeath the Dagger MYOr heart, | 06 OY 
To brood and pet a hundredtThen and more, 3. 
Perhaps as many as your Subjects Throats ——- 
Nay, we mult ſpeak, think what yon will, and weepy 


Since not to tell you. is to be more Tne]- 10: 11.752 


9s. E. O Cecil! rather, how ſhofi@1he blarwg}! 7 | ' 
To take this Gueſt ſo quickly from my Boſon,”0 0 HT 9H 
And ſhut her in a Grate ——Mark what I telPrhee, Ln 
"Twas but laſt Night ſhe had another Priſon ; | 
When ſhe did throw her Arms abont my Neck, {= 
Her cheeks laid cloſe ro mine, -methonghtI drew 
Such Sweets.a5 £2:;;*s Flowers fend up to Heav'n, 
Whilſt from her Lips flew warm Arabian Sighs, 
And trom her Eyes a Shower of Pearls ran down ; 
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48 Mary, Queen of Scotland. 

Then with a\Tone, ſ{iveet asan Angels voice, | 

Now let me dye, ſhe faid, *tis all I with, | 

Since I have her within my Arms I lovg, 

And ſhe proteſts, and ſays, ſhe loves me toos — 
Cec, There's now no time for Anſwers nor Dilputes, 

Either reſolve her Fate, or bear your own. | 
2s, E. Be'gone,l charge Jon, hempe my Breaſt no more ; 

Cur Sex is made of mildne(s, Love and Pity ; 

Take from me firſt the ſoftneis of a Woman. 

Were the hot revengeful Monſter, Man, 

A Man! a Beaſt, a fierce Hyrcauian Tiger ; 

Nay, | were Cecil, Pde not be fo cruel. | 
Cec. Then, ſince you'l ſhut your Ears toall ſafe Counle!, 

To what kind Heav'n acquaints you with by us ; 

Bear Witneſs thoſe Czleſtial Powers, and you 

My Queen, that Cect/ has diſcharg'd his Duty, 

And clears himſelfof the Sonny Danger ; 

Bur ere that dreadful day of your Eclipſe, 

Come Daviſon, let thee and I go wander, 

Far we'l remove, where ſuch 6, vat Deed 

Shall never blaſt our Eyes, norcurſe our Ears. | £:8Y 

Here, take my Staff, I've ſerv'd you well and long; |[ Lays 49m» 4% 

We'l not ſtay here to be good Counſels Martyr, | 924f. 

And to be torn in pieces by the Rabble, | 

When you are dead, which we forwarn'd you oft. 

Farewel | 


Let us be ne're ſo cautious in our Aim, | 

_ A Kings Miſcarriage isthe States-mans Blame. ={[!)ffer to br gore. 
&r. E. Stay, I command you take it up again —— 

Arreſt a Crown! impeach a Soveraign Queen ! | 

The Majeſty of Heav'n forbid the thought —— | 

Nay, if I think I'never ſhall conſent. . | 

Here, take my Crown, depoſe me firſt, or kill me, 

Let Gifford*s Dagger do its fatal Office, 

Then like a Neſt of Tyrants you may raign, 

And under publick Laws do publick Wrongs, 

But Royal Power can never be. ſo cruel. 
Cc. Behold ſhe comes, command we apprehend her. 

92s. E.Who'dbe that Monarch, who that wretched thing, 

Whole Slaves make Laws, and People are the Kin) ? OY 
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Mary Queen of Scotland. 4 g 


You have my Leave, do with her as you pleaſe 
Now Tyrants ſend me ſtrait, where by your Power, 
Theſe cruel Eyes may never ſee her more. 


Lween Elizabeth going off, yes Mary enters at the other Door, and 


- [peaks 7Þ ber, who returns. 


«. M. Turn, turn your Face, and pive one long'd for Look, 

My charming Queen ! the Morning's paſt, and yer 
I have nor ſcen thoſe Eyes that bleſt the Morn. 
Shroud not thoſe Looks where Beams of Mercy ſhine, 
And Pity fits inthron'd with Majeſty. 
I hear the Duke of NVorfolFs in diſpleaſure ; 
Forgive the brave unhappy Man - 
Why do you {igh ? why hang you down your Head, [Qncen Eliza- 
As loth to grant ?—Can mercy plead in vain? beth zxras her Face. 
_ then = on you with theſe FR of Love, 

ean my glad Cheek upon your God-like Cheek, ueen Mary. of- 
And by freſh Kiſles where 4s laſt are fled ; Py embrace T7 
This Language charm'd you once, this greeting pleas'd you. 

2s. E. Now Cecil, reicue me, or I am loſt. 

Dav. Guards, execute yourOrders on the Queen. [ Cecil azd Da- 
We beg your Majeſty for love of Fame, viſon get on each hand 
By ue unbiaſs'd Rule,and Charms of Juſtice, . of Lucex Elizabeth. 
Reſume your wonted Courage, and rouze up 
An awful and offended Majefty | 

Cec, For now your Wiſdom, Crown and Life's at Stake, 

Nay more, the Lives of all your faichful Subjets, [The Guards whif- 
For this one precious Moment of your Conduct. . per Luces Mary, 
2. M. I will obey. Your Orders fright not me, 
Nor move my Soul fo lately us'd to Wrongs -—— 
What is my Crime ?-—— Yet wherefore do I ask ? 
For Chains look better far about theſe Wrifts, 
Than Diamonds, and Tears hang on my Neck 
More beautiful than ſtrings of Ortent Pearl. 
«. E. Ah cruel Princeſs ! we are both undone ; 4 


You've robb'd your Siſters Breaft of all it's wealth, 
Loſt a dear Friend, 2nd robb'd me of your Self. 

Darwv. M :+» lace (7 cen of Y-ottand, V are impeack'a 
By th' name of 1{#+ S:om4rt bt High Treafon, | | 
Ss ' Far Fo 


at 50 Mary, Queen of Scotland. 


For plotting to uſurp our Soveraign's Crown, 
And hiring Babington to kill rhe ; "bg | 
, M. Heav ns, Thrones and Angels guard the Innocent, 

The Gorgon is at laſt diſclos'd to view. | 
What, kill my Siſter ! hurt your precious Lite ! 
O Monſter of Invention ! curſed Lyar ; 
And oh damn'd Calumny begot in Hell ! 
Nay, then I ſee my Ruine 1s ous 
The Duke muſt dye, and I muſt ſuffer too. 
But.cruel Foes, had you no way but this, 
To blaſt me with eternal Infamy ? 
And oh bright Vengeance ! is there none in ſtore, 
No Pity in the Heav'as, no Thunder left ! 
Prote& the wrong'd, and ſtrike the Guilty dead, 
Leſt men ſufpe& that you are great and good. 
Will you that rain down Providence on all 
And ev'y living Inſe& claims'a ſhare ? 
Will you, I ſay, {hut faſt your cruel Doors, 
Now when a Queen, an injurd Queen implores ? 

24. E. Incroaching Pity, ſtop thy lowing Torrent, | [ Afiae. 
And ebbing Nature (ink to that extream, 7500 
As cruel Brut: that condemn'd his Son ; 
For this is now my Tryal. 

\ 2s. M. Say amongſt you, 

Where is that Man or Devil that dare accuſe me ? 

Dav. The Vulain has confeſt his Guilt and yours, 
' With Letters that you fign'd to do the Deed. | 

v. M. Hear, hear deaf Heav'n, and all you Guard of Priaces ! 

You backward Thunder burſt from forth your Priſons, | 
And ſtrike the Offender, ſtrike curſt Mzry dead, 
It Pme that Wretch, O ſpare it not for me ! 
Heard you, "08 
How they did {lander Majeſty ſo loud ? 
And can you bearit? Halftheſe Veins are yours, 
_ My Royal Title, tender Sexthe ſame, | 
Doubly cfKin, in Royalty and Blood, | 
And can you hear your Siſter, hear your Self ſo wrong'd ? 

24. EF. Alas, Iam like one thart ſees far off, | 
Have all the wiſhes can think to fave you, | 
But gagg'd and bound, and cannot ſtir to help you, | 


| 
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Mary, Queen of Scotland. T0 
Qs. M. This Babington, who ne're yet curſt my ſight, 
Muſt be ſome Villain hir'd to do this Treaſon, 
And lay it upon me ; but bear me witneſs, 
You high, imperial, and eternal Truth, 
That ot disjoynted Aroms form'd the Sun, 
The ſhining Heav'ns, the Planets, and the World, 
So wondertul and glorious as they are; 
Who lees into the Soul and all its walks 
Through this dark Mould tranſparent as a Glaſs ? 
O may theſe blubber'd Eyes worſhipp'd like Stars, 
Drop from this Viſage once like Heay'n ador'd, 
And leave this Face a Death's- head to be ſhunn'd ; 
Or may that curſed Hand, this Hand, or This 
That once was fragrant withthe Breath of Kings, 
That kneel'd to kits this wrong'd, this innocent hand ; 
May it rot from me like a wither'd Branch, 
From this vile Stock, and never ſprout again, 
If ere I ſaw the Man, or ſign'd ſuch Letter. 
. E. Tistime for me ro go, is't not my Jaylors ? 
I have ſeen more than any Panther cou'd-— 
Farewel. 
«. M. O ſtay and mingle kindneſs with your Juſtice ! 
I beg not for my ſelf, but tor my Fame, 
To dy's no ſhame, but to dye branded is : 
For tho? hereafter, when my Story's told, 
Good men inſpird with pity of my Wrongs, 
May ſay my Innocence was baſely ſtain, 
Yet with the Bad tis ne're to be regain'd. 
«. E. Farewel, 'tis Cruelty in me to go, 
But worſe to ſtay. 
Qs. M. Yetl intreat you; 
Give me a Weapon, Ile unrip this Boſome, 
There you may fee wrong'd Innocence inthron'd, 
My Heart may be behev'd, tho” I am not, 
Behold the naked Paſhons ebb and flow, 
Ev'n as my Griefs {well or exhauſt the Tide. 
v. FE. Yet looſe, for pity of us bath let g9, 
The world has not fo grievda wretch as I, 
And tho! lay't hold nnon ſo weak a Bouzh. 
That the lext pu] will ink me quite with thee. 
H 2 
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+ Mary, Queen of Scotland. | 
2s. M. Hear me, thou deafand cruel Queen !—ah no, 
Thou mild as Babes, and merciful as Saints, | | 
In whoſe ſoft Breaſt is all the Angels Pity, 
Hear but this laſt, this Execration —— } 
Neither 
Then to juſt Heaven I kneel, but not to thee, 
And you compleat my Curles1t I lie. 
If ere I had a thought to hurt your Life, 
A thought leſs mild than Virgins in their Prayers, 
Here may my Knees take roor, and Body grow 
A Monſter foul as ever Vi4zs bred, 
May theſe quick drops that Innocence do ſhew | 
Poyſon the Parts and Eyes through which they flow, | 
And from their Seeds thus ſown upon the Earth, 
May Serpents, Adders, Fiends-and Devils take Birth, 
And with their frightful Tallons ſeize me ſtraight, 
And drag me into Hell if you'l hate. 
Dav. Tho' clear and ſpotleſs as the Sun you are, 
Yet that mult be examind by the Peers, 
The Law muſt quit you. 

Qs. M. Muft the Law then judge me ? | 
Nay, then Ile rife with ſhame from this mean Poſture. ! 
And now l1 feel the Majeſty of Kings | 
Dart from above to hear it felt prophan'd, 

Stretching my Soul and Limbs-to ſuch a vaſtnels, 
As the firlt Race of Mankind's e're the Flood, 
When Gods, and God-like Gyants rul'd the world. 
Come, bring me ſtraight to this accurſt Tribunal, 
Thea all the Courage and Divinity, 
Of my imperial Anceſtors inſpire 

This Breaſt, from Fergus firſt to Fames my Son, 
Laſt of his Race that ſway'd the! Scor7iſh Globe 
For fifteen hundred years, ſhine through my Face, 
Print on my Forehead evry awful Grace, 
Detend your Royal Right, and for me plcad, 
Shoot from my Eyes, and ſtrike my Judges dead. 

21, E. Grief ties my Speech, and Pity drowns my EFCs. . 

{G M. Pity'd by you ! I will not dye {o meanly, !_ 
No, tho 1n Chains, yet Ime more brave and tree, 


; cor thy baſe Mercy, and do pity thee ; 


Thou 
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Mary, Queer of Scotland. 
Thou canſt not take my Life, but if thou dares. 
Ple leave a Race as numerous as the Stars, 
Whilſt thou ſhalt fall with Barrenneſs accurſt, 
And thy tormented Spirit with Envy burſt, 
To ſee thy Crown on Mary's Iifue ſhine, 
And England everbleſt with Scor/anas Line. 
[ Exit Yucen Mary with Guards. 
2s. E. Stay Silter, ſtay —— Come back into my Arms. 
Run and Hear her, quick, 
Cece. Your Majeſty 
Qu. E. O tis too late—Leave, leave me to my Rage. 
You'd better hear the Dooms-day Trumpet ſound, 
Than wake my Fury with another Word. 
She's gone, dragg'd from me by the cruel Laws, 
Nor can I tear her from theſe: Vultures Claws, 
But oh, like the diftrated Mother roar, 
Whoſe Child a Wolt had from its Cradle bore, 
Haſt's to its Aid, and all the way in vain, 
To Heav'n and tothe Savage does complain, 
Speaks the Beaſt kind, till hearing as a flies, 
Betwixt his Teeth, her tender Infants Cries; _. 
Then ſhe adds wings, and in her Flight does rave, 
With eager Hopes its precious Lite to {ave ; 
But finds the Monſter with her Bowels gor'd, 
And in her ſight, its panting Limbs-devour'd.. 


CExeunt Omnmes, 


Fins Aus Quarti, 


54 Mary, Queen of Scotland. | 


ACTUS QUINTUS. 
Scena Prima | 


— 


Morton, Davifon, Severaly. 


Mor. Ell have we met, thou Machiavel of England ! 
\ / \ And Rival to great Cec#/ in his Fame ; 
There's ſyumething of Importance on thy Brow ! 
Where's to be read the great Delinquents Fate. 
Dav. Queen Mary is condemn'd, and which 1s worle, 
The Sentence of the Duke muſt reſt no longer, 
And Norfolk is this hour to loſe his Head. 
Mor. The Plot of Barzy to releaſe the Duke, 
Was wiſely made to urge his ſpeedy End. | 
Dav. And, but for that, *twas thought he might been pardon d 
— HisCircumſtance of Treaſon was ſo ſlighr. 
Poor Duke ! The moſt unfortunate and brave ! 
He comes to meet his Death without theſe Walls, 
Where ſhe muſt enter and prepare for hers ; 
And Chance, alas ! may be fo kind or cruel, | 
To Jet them meet —— Her Sentence was pronounc'd, 
And ſhe preparing hither in her Barge. 
Mor. How did the haughty Queen ſubmit her ſelf? 
Dav. This high-Commiſhon which conſiſted of 
All the Queens Lords, and Counſellors of State, 
Of which my ſelf was one, with five of th* Judges, 
Made up next Heav®n, the Godlik'ſt great Tribunal, 
Which ſhe deny*d, and ſcorn'd 'em as too baſe 
To fit upon, and judge a Soveraign Queen. 
Mor. How con'd you then praceed ? 
D:7. The Court oreſway'd it as a wrong Objection, 
And tard, they wou'd not try her then as Queen, 
But as a perion tak*n into ProteQtion 
Of Ex: /2::45 Laws, ang therefore but a SubjeR. 


Mor. A quaint DiſtinQtion that, and like your Lawyers; 
But ſince it ſerves our Ends, no matter how. 
Dav. At laſt, having deny'd with Conltancy, 
The legal Power of this Imperial Court, 
And finding they were all reſolvd againſt her, 
As a rare Swimmer Thiprack'd on the Occan, 
A vaſt and dreadful Jiftance from the Shore, 
And hopeleſs grown with all his Art to gain it, 
Gives himſelf o're contentedly to drown ; 
So ſhe fate down, and mildly then ſubmitted. 
Mor. Were her two Secretaries heard in Court * 
Dav. No, tho? ſhe ſtill did urge to have *em brought, 
Pleading that Navas was a Forreigner, 
And might, for fear of Tortures and the Wrack, 
Be threatten'd to accule her wrongfully ; 
Curl too [he faid, a timorous byaſs'd Man, 
Wou'd fign to any thing that NVawvaus wrote. 
Mor. But what was the moſt ſtabbing Proofagaiaſt her ? 
Daw. Her Correſpondence had with Babington 
So by the fatal Oaths of two falſe Servants, 
Never ſeen Face to Face to be confronted, 
But more, to buy the ſafety of the Nation, 
She was at Jaſt condemn'd, and ſoon mult dye. 
Ar. But, as the Prophet in the guiltleſs Ship, 
Was thrown into the Sea r'appeaſe the Tempeſt ; 
It ſhe on Land has rais'd a Storm to wrack us, 
"Tis fit She ſhould be facrific'd as he was. 
Div. Behold the Duke's juſt coming forth to dye 
The Queen is entring too ——Tis as I fear'd. [Exeunt Morton and 
| Daviſon. 


"nter 216 Mary with Dowglas attended, at owe Door, and Norfolk 
goin? to Execution at the other 3 they meet. » 


2x. M. Muſt the brave Duke receive his Death to day ? 

Dow. Alas! ſee where he comes, a Sight will kill you ! | 

Qu M. Quick, drive me, {courge me, laſh me from this Place-— 
Will the Q1eens Malice hunt me to the laſt ? 
Was there no Time but now 2? no Way but this ? 
O lead me through ſome Paſſage under ground, 
Some horrid Vaulr, or Hell,. but to avoid him ! 
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Mary, Oueen of Scotland. 


4 


Norf. My Queen !* my lovely A/bz» Queen ! ſure Pme 
Already dead, and this the happy Place | 
Where Souls like hers receive their bleſt Rewards. | 
@u M. Turn wretched Duke, or ere Death ſeals thy Eyes, 
This moment tear 'em out; as I wou'd mine. | 
Shun me, as, if thou coud'Rt, thy horrid Fate, | 
Or a Goblin damn'd. of 22 | 
Norf. What ſays my Goddels Queen ? | 
2. AM. Is not your wrong*d and mighty Spirit ſhockt ? 
And Death a much more welcome Gueſt than I ? 
And worſe to ſee me than to feel the Blow? 
Norf. By all your Wrongs and mine—— 
_ M. O come ngt near me—— 
*Tis faid a murther'd Body when 'tis cold, 
And all it's Veins froz'n and congeaPd by Death, 
When he approaches near that did the Deed, 
Warn by the mighty Power of juſt Revenge, 
Pours a warm Flood, and bleeds afreſh again. 
Why dart you not a Peal of Curſes on me ?* 
Your Eyes Promethean Fire to blaſt my Soul ! 
And why don't evry Hair upon thy Head, | 
Arm likethebris(led Porcupine hs me ? | 
| - p"agur at Wounds may bleedafreſh; but no Grief elſc. 
The Ax, theſe Guards, and this grim Pomp of Death, 
Stir me no more than aCtted in a Play. 
My Lov's immortal and can fear no Fate, | 
Nor feel a Terrour but to part with you, | 
And cou'd-I but redeem your precious Life, | 
Pdefly to meet the Torments of the Damn'd 
A thouſand years, and dye thus ev'ry day. | 
- £4. M. Alas, moſt pity'd Prince ! force not theſe drops, 
Tears theg kind Balm to caſe all tortur'd Breaſts : 
But mine, and mine finds no Relief —Be gone —oh no z 
Fof you muſt ne*re return ——-Let me be gone. | 
Norf. For Death I am prepar'd, but not to leave you. 
Qz. M. The deareſt Friends ne're make a ftir at parting. 
Before fo ſraall a Journey as wetake. (| 
'Twillnot be long, ſome two or three ſhort days, 
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Mary Oven of Scotland. 


You in the bottom S:ale that's next the Grave, 
And I hang wavering in uncertain hopes 
Above, but when y'are mounted up to Heav'n, 
I then ſhall drop where you'ar now going, to Earth, 
orf. By Heav'n the Queen, the hungry Tigreſs durſt not. 
What ! ſhed the Blood, theTacred Blood of Kings ! 
'Twere Blaſphemy in Angels to ſuſpect it. 
But if ſhe dare, I will my (elf deſcend, 
And arm'd with Legions in the ſhades below, 
Stand Century in the utmoſt Gap of Fate, 
And drive your beauteous Spirit back to be 
Inſhrin'd within this ſacred Mould again. 
vx. M. Ah Duke! are you fo cruel and unkind 
IT had but two prizd Friends within this Boſome, 
The Queen and you, and ſhe forbids me Earth, 
And you deny me Heavn-— Hear me Friend, [ [o the Heads- 
Thou with the Vizour; it thou*rt Death, be not man. 
Aſham'd to ſhew thy Face, for T can dare thee. 
How long haſt thou been practisd in this Art ? 
And how many brave Heads haſt thou cut off ? 
Why doſt not ſpeak ? 
Dow. He's not the publick Heads-man, 
But one whoſe horrid Zeal has bribd his Hand: 
The cemmon Executioner, who proffer'd 
A mighty Sum retus'd to do the Deed. 
Norf. Can there be Conſcience found in ſuch as He ? 
What Villain then art thou ? 
2x. M. Thou art ſome Bungler, and com'tt 
To learn thy Trade on this brave wretched Man. 
If thou ſhou'dſt fail at once to take his Head, 
Be ſure you ſever mine off at a Blow. 
Norf. Away, your Danger ſpurs me on my Race. 
Swift as the Mind can think, my Soul ſhall fly, . 
And make the Scaffold but one ſtep to Heavn. 
2x, M. And till I come, Jour happineſs to ſee, 
Kneel and attone th'offended Powers for me. 
Norf. Yes, all the ſhining Hoaſt ſhall plead your Cauſe, 
The neareſt Saints to the Imperial Chair, | 
Shall ſtill repeat it in th' Almighty's Ear, wm 
Whail'ſt round the dazhng Throne, Low Marys Wrongs - BY : Re 
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; Shall be the Subject of the Angel Songs. 
Whilſt the great Deity for Revenge ſhall call, 
All Heav'n (hall ſhake, the Univerſe be aw d, 
But Rebel England feel the angry God. 
Zn. M, Farewel. | 
Our Souls a joyful Meeting ſoon ſhall feel. 
Norf. But to our Bodies here, a long Farewel, [Exeunt ſeveraly. 


' 
' 
| 
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Queen Elizabeth alone. 


©z. E. A Midnight Silence fits apon the Morn 3 
The Eye of Day ſhuts, as afraid already, 
And ſeems the ſetting, not the riſing Sun. 
Behold, a Crown, a Scepter, and Regalias; [Crown and Re- 
Without, two Kingdoms full of flattering Subjets, | galia's on a Te 
Watching my Looks, and waiting on my Nod 3 | ble. 
| Yet where's the Quiet 2 where's the Freedom here ? | 


Exter Cecil a:d Daviſon, with Commiſſioners from both Howſes. 


Dav. My Lord, I fear we have tranſgreſsd too far 
Upon the Queens moſt private Thoughts 
Cec. Thoughts or no thoughts, I muſt and will awake her 3 
Yet hold, do you with theſe retire a while, 
And Tle wait near till ſhe is pleasd to call. 
Sn. E. Norfolk is deads 
His Body's freed from Pain, his mind from fear, 
And feels like me no doleful Beatings here 
Curſt be this Crown, and this loath'd Scene of Power, 
And curſt this Head that e're the Magick wore. 
The careleſs Shepheard now feels no ſuch Sting, 
More lov'd, obey'd, and happier than a Kiog : 
His Sybje&s do not one another hate 
For Malice, nor for Jecalouſie of State 3 
But harmleſly the Ewe and creſted. Ram 
Walk Side by Side, and guard the tender Lamb. 
This from ſome Bank beholds the Joyful Hind, 
Tuning his Pipe, harmonious as his Mind, 
Views all around, more bleft. than from a Throne, 
Pollefling all, and yet does nothing own——— 
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Who's there? wellcome kind Ceci! to relieve me ; 
Welcome hope, to rid this Breaſt from pain. 
What ſay the Houſes to their Queens demand ? 
Shajl my dear Siſter live? ſhall I be happy? . 
Cec. Here's Deviſon commiſton'd from the Commons, [ Rerexter Da- 
And I from all the Lords, with both their Anſwers. viſon and Com- 
Qs. E. Thanks my dear People—faithful <6: ih wilſioners. 
Speak, for my ſoul now ſtarts to meet the ſound. 
Dav. May't pleaſe your Majeſty, your Loyal Commons, 
To what you bid e'm think, that Mercy ſhou'd 
Be ſhewn to one of Maries Dignity and Sex, 
And near Relation that 1n Blood ſhe's to you. 
They humbly offer, that no Sex nor Title, 
Nay, were they ſprung from the ſame Royal Father, 
_—_ to protett Offenders 'gainſt their Soveraigh 3 
And boldly tell you, Mercy is a Crime, 
When it is ſhewn to one that has no Mercy. 
She wou'd have tak'n your Life, which is not ſafe 
As long as Mary lives ; 
Whom if you = in hopesthat Heav'n wul ſpare you, 
Is not to truſt male; a but provoke him. 
Qs. E. Is this the Cenſure then of the moſt wile, 
And Arbitrary Commons ? 
Dav. Mightieſt Queen ! 
Do not miſcall what is your Subjeds Loves, 
Their only Zeal is for your Royal Safety, ' 
To whom one moment of your precious Welfare, 
Is far more worth than all their Lives and Fortunes, 
2s. E. The Commons, let em mean my Hurt or Fame, 
never want to give it a kind Name. 
Dzv. To that Objection of: your Majeſty 3 
That this may draw a War from France or Spain, 
They all agree with one entire Conſent, 
If any ſach ſhou'd be, to guard your Crown, | 
And Royal Perſon, with their whole Eſtates and Lives; 
But ſuch fond Fears are held impoſiible z 
For they can ne*re hurt England but x 
And all ſach Dangers at her Death will vaniſh. 
. E. This then's the Commons Reſolution ? | 
Dav. With whichthe Lords do with one Voice concur. 
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Qu, E. Is this their Anſwer to their Soveraigns Tears ? 
This all the kindneſs that rwo Queens can beg ? 

Dav. All fixt and firm as Fate they are relolv'd, 
Like Rocks to ſtand the Tempeſt of vain Pity 3 
Since to deny you this, 1s to be Loyal. 

To'your moſt ſacred Majeſties Requeſt, 

And to aftwage the Tyrant Mercy jn your Boſome, 
No other Anſwer we cou'd get but this. 

They bid us humbly offer to your thinking 

- A Proverb no leſs true to be obferv'd, 

Than what was {aid of Conradine of Sicily, 

And Charles of Arjou, Rivals in a Crown. 

Which is —— The Death of Mary, ts the Life 

Df Queen Elizabeth; the Life of Mary, 

The Death of Queen Elizabeth. - 

Qu. EF. Hear you immortal and avenging Powers ! 
Are Kings, Vicegerents of your Rule on Earth ? 
Breath's the rich Oyl yet fragrant on our Brows ! 
And are we thus obey'd ? There ate but two 
Main Attributes, which ſtamp us like your ſelves, 
Mercy and ſole Prerogative, and thoſe 
Daring and ſaucy Senates wou'd deny us. 

Why Heav'n! that gave my Anceſtors a Crown, 
Power uncontroll'd as any King cowd with; 
Yetlet e'm laviſh out ſo vaſt a Stock, 
Then Mortgage it, and put it in the Hands 
Of ſuch hard Uſurers as theſe! _ 
Cec. May't pleaſe your Majcfty- 

&u, E. T\ehearno more | 
Go tell your Maſters, that'their Queen 1s coming —— 
Give me my Robes, Ile inſtantly diffolve em. 
Fle drive you from your Hives, yqur Sanctuary 
Fo rail at, judge, and cenſure whom you pleaſe. 
Aſlunder y'are Fich cringing, fawning Wretches, 
And tremble hke the Fox before the Lion 3 
But let us touch but one among(t your Herd, 
Fho' an Offender, then you roar'ont all, 
And Priviledge is the Word, like 4 whole Kenne], 

XK one of all the Hounds but make a noiſe—— 


. 
Y 
: 


Mary, Queen of Scotland. 


Haſt, and beware, for I will Thunder bring, 
Fell as a Woman, awtul as a King. 


61 


[Exennt Cecil, Daviſon, and the reſt cringing. 


What have I done? with whom ſhall I adviſe? 
Heav*n keeps at (tately diſtance now, and treats not 
With Kings, as they with Monarchs did of old 
By Metlengers of Angels, or of Prophets, 

Inſpire my Thoughts Bid Daviſon come back ; 
And fend 'em word that Ple not 'come to day. 
Why incens'd Powers, have you decreed 

So large a Road of Bliſs to all Mankind, 

And mark d me out a Deſtiny fo narrow ? 

That on one {1de I muſt be {ure to err, 

Or take my Siſter's Lite, or looſe my own. 


Re-ert:r Daviſon. 
{ 
Dav. I come at your dread Majeſties Command. 
v. E. O Daviſon! thou art a man, on whom 
I've ſhowr'd rich Favours to adorn thy Perſon ; 
But thou haſt Merits that outſhine my Bounty, 

Dav. O whither wou'd your Majeſty ! 

x. E. Thou feeſt how thy poor Queen is tortur'd here ; 
"Tis vain to hide what thou haſt Eyes to find : 
How backward I am ſtill to Cruelty ; 

How loth to drein the Blood, ev'n of my Foes. 

Is there no way to fatrhe my People, 

Nor jealous Pow'r, but by my Siſters Death ? 

O ſpeak, and call my Favours to thy mind ! 

And that on Earth there's none ſo curſt as I. 
There's none fo wretched, but may hope for Eaſe, 
But thy poor-Queen has none. Now 1t thou haſt 
One ſpark of Comfort in thy grateful Breaſt, 

O pat it into mine ! 

Dav. 1 wou'd advile, 

But ah, what Hopes can that Phyſician have 

Of Cure, whoſe Patient throws away his Medicine, 
And fays that it is Poyſon?—-Lo, [ kneet 
To you the wiſeſt, Charming'ſt Queenron Earth,, 
The perfect Pattern of thoſe Pow'rs above 3 
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But oh ! the more y*are good, in Mercy ſhine, 
Heav'n ſeems more fixt to ſave ſuch Excellence, 
W hich cannot be, . but by the Death of Mazy. 
©u. E. Vultures and Ravens! SchriechOwles, Croaks of Toads, 
Are jarring in that Voice——Fly from my light, 
Run Monſter, Fiend, and feek thy Habitation, 
Where ſuch loath*d Vermine build their fatal Neſts ; 
 Orfink thee into Hell, juſt where thou kneel '(t, 
Rather than that ſhoud be——Riſe and be gone. 
Dav. This ſhall not fright your Slave from his lov'd Duty ; 
Nor from this humble Poſture ; no, unleſs 
You take this Weapon in your God-like Hand, 
And thruſt it in your Servants faithful Breaſt, 
And let out all my Blood that's Loyal 3 yet 
When I am dead, fo well you are belov'd, 
There's none of all your faithful Parliament, but wou'd 
Thus kneel, implore, and hug the Fate that I had. | 
2s, E. Be gon, quick Daviſon, thou fatal Charmer, | 
Thou ſubtil Mouth of the Deluding Senate. 
Dav. Alas! what Ends can your kind Subjects have? 


"What private Benefii can they ogoe 
E 


By this Queens Death, but to preſerve your Reign ? 
Which is the All and only Blething aim'd at. 
Perhaps, when you are murther*d, or depos'd, 
(As Tyrants ſubtilly beſt reward their Foes, 
And cheat the People withthe wholſom'ft Laws) 
We then may hope to climb to vaſt Promottns, 
And heap huge Sums, if Covetous or Ambitious, 
Or at the leaſt, enjoy thoſe Wealth and Honours 
Which you with liberal Hands beſtow'd on us. 
Believe, Conſider | 
Wu, E. Oo Daviſon ! 6 | 
Dav. Remember too your Danger —— News is brought, 
That Spain has an Armado lannch'd, fo vaſt, 
That o're your.narrow Seas will form a Bridge 
To let in all their Living to this Iſland, 
With Iron Rods to fcourge, and Chains to bind us, 
And lead your Subjects Captives to their Goals, 
Jn greater Shoals than Balthazar the Jews. 
The afirighted People haſten to their Shores, 


; 
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And ſcarcely can perceive a Cloud far off, 
Darkaning the Sky, and blacking all the Sea : 
But cry, th'Armado's coming. 
@s. E. Vain Reports ! 
Dav. Upon this great ſurprize and ſtrange Alarm, 
I heard it run in Whiſpers through the Houf. 
And 'mongft the Ln: that ſate upon the Queen, 
How this Invalion was for Myry's ſake, 
And that if youd not Sign her ſpeedy Death, 
They muſt be torc'd to fy, or ſet up Her, 
In hopes that when She Reigns, that proſperous A& 
May ex ate their Crime in judging her. 

On. E. Ha) 

Dav. *Tis moſt true ——Can you condemn 'em for it! 
Sign but the Warrant, ſtay the Execution, 
And then, pertzp:, your Subji&s when they find 
How much their Queen did condefcend to pleaſe 'em, 
May ſoon relent, and wirh ſubmiſſive tears 
Requeſt that Life which you fo long had begg'd 
In vain of them. 

Qu, E. | have conſider'd — Write. 

Dav. Wrxe 1 hat ? 

@n. E. Write what thou wilt, write any thing, 
A Warrant for Queen Mar; Execution | 
Queen did I lay? 


Dao. O all good Angels blefs you ! Taking Pen and Paper; 
Young Infants that y'ave now redeem'd from b ter, 
Shall hve to the full Age of Man, and lng [ Daviſon writes.”. 


Your Praiſe. 

On. E, Did I fay Queen? 
Shall this fell Hand of curſt Elizabeth, 
Condemn to dye ner Couſin, and a Queen !—— 
Diſpatch, and let thy hand fly o're the Paper. 
Swift as thy Quill were on an Eagles wing 3 
For if thiou giv'ſt my Thoughts one Moments Paule, 
The Eloquence of Angels can't reprieve em. 
Write, write, no matter how, if foul the better, 
Foul as the Fa&I am about to do. _ 
Dav. See, Pve already done. 
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x. E. Quick, give it me. [ Wneen takes the Way. 
To Our Lieutenant of the Tower, Commanding rant and reads. 
That the next Mornins after ſight of this, 

You hall deliver to the Sheriffs of London, [ Reads. 
1he Body of your Priſo'ner Mary Stewart _ 

Ah cruel Daviſon ! when thou cam'lt here, 

Why for her Name did'ft thou not write a Blot, 

Or blot it with a Tear ? 

To be beheaded | 

Upon a Scaffold fix" without the Tower. 

To this I muſt ſubſcribe Elzzabeth ; 

O ye dread Powers and Saints that intercede 

For Kings before the gawdy Throne, and muſt I !———— 
Quick, give my raving thoughts no time for Reaſon ; 
But thou ſucceſsful Devil put the Pen 

Into my Hand, and Hell into my Boſom. * 

Dav. Conſider that it is of no more force [| Bueen Signs it. 
Than Teltaments, that may at any time, 

The Party living, be revok'd or null'd. 

2s. E. There, there it is; but then as fick Men loth 
To make their Wills, and leave their dear Eſtates 
To their glad Heirs, behold, I give it thee 
Yet ſtay, be ſure thou keep'ſt ir)as thou wou'd(t 
Thy Fleſh from Racks, and Soul from being damn'd, 
Not as the Life of Mary, but thy Queen: 

Think when I put into thy Hands this Paper, 

I pawn my Peace on Earth, and Reſt above. 

That Moment when thou parts with it to Any, 

Heav'n fend as many Curls on thy Head, 

As /Egypts Plagues, to ſcourge thee when th'art dead. 


[ Exit Queen Elizabeth. 
from her 


Eav. The Deed is done at laſt, but forc'd 
With greater Art than Virgins made to yield, 


Whare loth to part with what they long to grant, 
Till raviſt*d from them. 


: 


Enter Morton and Cec1l. 


Dav. 'Tis in my hand. 


*--1-\ 


Cec. Haſt thou got the Paper ? 
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Mor. Victorious Daviſon ! 
Eternal Apes ſhall adore thy Statue, 
And wile Hiſtorians when this Deed they note, 
Shall lift thy Name amongſt the Stars for this. 
Cec. Giv't me. 
Dav. But had you heard what Execrations 
Cec. O tis no matter ! our's be all the blame. 
We carry to the ro Council This. 
To morrow She ſhall dye, and the Queen reſt, 
Whea this hugg d Cancer's parted from her Breſt, 


[ Exeunt, 


Queen Mary diſcover d kneeling, with a Book in her Hand, her Women 
kneeling by her. Enter Dowglaſs and all h:r Men-Servanrs. 


Do. Behold her kneeling -— O y*immortal Powers ! 
If Powers there are fo good, fo mild as She, 
Send Hoaſts of Cherubs down to waft thoſe Sighs. 
Sure all the Worlds remember'd 1a thy Prayers, 
Andin thoſe Tears thy guilty Foes are waſht. 
Ls. M. Come all of you, draw near— how goes the Day? 
Dow. The Sun is nis'n, whoſe ſetting youl nee ſee. 
IC Perhaps I've but an hour of Lite, and that's enough ; 
The Diſtance up to Heav'n, tho? it ſeems great, 
Yet tis ſo nigh, and Mercy flies lo faft, 
That in lefs while than {wifteft Lightning falls, 
It faves the poor Delinquent at the bottom, 
Thar has been Ages tumbling to Damnation. 
Dow. O ye dread Powers! ye ſoveraign Guard of Kings ! 
Muſt that bright Head be ſnatch'd oft by an Ax ? 
Upon whoſe Brow's a Crown, a ſacred Crows, 
Juſt Heav'n ! 
#. M. What matter is it how we dye? 
When dead, w'are all the ſame ——rthere's no diſtintion 
Betwixt a Prince that on his Gorgeous Bed 
Gives up a pamper'd Ghoſt, and Me upon 
A Scaffold, and with that impartial Judge 
That holds the equal, ſteady Beam of Juſtice, 
A Crown weighs light wb Virtue in the Ballance. 
Dow. How do you ? and how bears that precious heart 
Thexpe&ed moment of its Body's Fate ? / 
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7 24, M. Ne're better ; for my Maids can bear me witneſs, 
Taid me down co reſt, and all che Night 
Slept like a thoughtleſs Infant in his Cradle, 
With Smiles imprinted on its lovely Cheeks ; 
And wak'd with Joy to dreſs me for my Journey, 
' Like one that oa a May-Day Mora fers forth, 
Pleas'd with the Beauries of. the Lawas and Fields, 
And hopes to come into his Inn at Night. 
Dow. O Miracle of Innocence! - 
Qu. MM. Thou Domy las 
Art young, may'lt live my Story to relate 
To men that now are Children in the Womb ; 
But Melvil, thou ſt been long my faithful Servant, 
| Haſteinto France and Scotland ws 4a Ime dead, 
There tell the G»ifes, my dear Couſins, and Son, 
Thou ſaw'ſt me dye in the true Faith I liv'd in, 
Not Sco:1and's Crown, nor England*s Hopes cou'd tempt me, 
Nor nineteen years a Priſoner, to apoltate ; | 
Nay, nor my Life, which now [ſeal its Martyr. 
Dow. O Saint-like Goodneſs | 
21. M. Y'ave been faithful all, 
What poor Eſtate my cruel Wants have lett me, 
Here is my Will, I freely give amongſt you, 
Wou'd it were more, as much as you deſerve. 
_,, Nay, weep not, -— Some few Trifles 
I wall diſtribute with my own glad hands. 
Here 1s ſome Gold and Jewels 1n this Casket, | 
Share 'em amongſt you, anda Kiſs to each. [To her Homer. 
Heav'n bleſs you all ———— Here Me-/z-:/, rake this Ring 
I woud not have thee ev'ry timethou look | on tt, 
But ſometimes call to mind that it was Marz*s —— | 
| Poor Man! his Griefs have choak*d his Words —Doweles, 
Receive this Bracelet: from thy Miſtreſs Neck, wo 
And ty't about thy Riſt——-Go to my Son, 
The riling Sun from Mary's endleſs ſetting, 
And he'l take care of thee, and all of you. 
Dow, Alas? Tquickly ſhall be paſt all Care; 
Tius fatal Day hangs heavier on my youth, 
Than threeſcore'years can d6 on Dowelss Head. 
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Mary, Queen of Scotland. 67 
2s; M. Tve nothing elſe to give but This, and this 
I kiſs, and beg that it be bury'd with-me. [Kiſſes her Cruciftx. 
And Mary, do not think 1t ſtrange, that thou 
A ſoveraign Queen dy'lt by an Ax, and fee 
The King of Heav n naiPd'on a Crols for thee, 
Dow. "Twill not-be long<e're you will ſhine wich him. 
W M. Give me ſome Wine — your Miſtreſs here bequeaths 
Her laſt kind Wiſhes to you in this Draught. 
I have go Friends, no Children nigh bur you ; 
He whom | bore wrack'd from theſe tender Bowels, 
Scarce bleſt his joytul Mother for her Labour, 
With his firſt Intant Beams, but was by Villains, 
Like little Roslus, from this Boſome torn, 
And nurſt with Wolves ; wherefore, my deareſt Friends, 
My faithful, ſuffering, mourning, weeping Servants ! 
Your Queen, your Miſtreſs drinks to all ot you; 
An4 all Revenge and Malice bury'd be 


In this kind Bowl, as is this Wine in me, [Drinks kneeling, they 
Dow. Behold theyre come to'ferch you. all kneel while ſbe 
Qz. M. They are welcome. arink. . 


Entcy Cecil, Morton, Lieutenant of the Tower, Guards. 


My Lord, I have expected you with Joy, 
You find me like a cheerful, longing Bride. 
Muſt you conduct me to my Bride-Groom Death ? 

Cee. Alas ! I muſt, 
- £«. M, Has the Queen ſent no Meſlage ? 
No word of Farewel to her dying Couſin ? 

Cee. Something She wou'd have ſaid, but burſt in Tears, 
Vhilſt with 2 Groan her torturd Speech expir'd, - 
And only cry*'d, O Mary! and no-more. 

M>r. Madam I kneel, in hopes that you'l forgive me. 

«. M. Thouft done no il] ro me, bur as thy Nature. 

A Wolf can do but as a Wolf Thou haſt it ; 
Tho Heav'n thy curſed Crimes may nere forgive, 
Bur make ny Son revenge his Fathers Murcher, 
Which thou too ſurcly did'{t, and laid the Stain 


On me. 
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Enter Daviſon in haſte. 


Dev. My Lord, Pve News ; 
Juſt now's arriv'd from Scorlund, Patrick Gray 


With Letters tothe Queen, which have difturb'd her ; . 


But more, my Lord, the ſeems incensd at you. 
I wiſh this Execution had been done, 
Or not to do. 

Cec. Weave gone too far already 
To think of going back. 

Dav. Room tor the Queen. | 
Madam, 'tis fit you {gnd back all your Servants, 
The Scaffold will be crowded elle. 

v. M. The Queen my Siſter cannot be ſo cruel. 
Shall this chalt Body (which great Princeſſes 
Have kneel'd to dr re and undreſs) be expos'd 
And made a common Spectacle, 

To be prophan'd by ev*ry Villains Sight ? 

And none of all my Servants be allow*d 

To weep and cloſe my Eyes when | am dead ? 
Which theſe pqor Wretches all! wou'd thank you for. 


Cec. Madam. tho” contrary to Orders, you may take | 


Two of your Women-Servants and two Men, 


- Which you'l be pleas'd to chooſe, 


Now have you ought for us to tell the Queen ? 


2s. M. 1 have but one Requeſt, that She”! permit | 


My Friends to bear my Body into Fraxce, 

There to be buried with my Anceſtors 

Of Lorraix, "whence my Mother was deſcended : 

For Scotland, thou that never oavit me quiet 

When I was living, ne'er ſhall reſt me dead. 
Dev. On then make way tice. 


[To Morton, 


£s. M. Come near, and youtwotake me by the Ha ds; 


For to the laſt I wou'd with decent Form, 

Tho' little Port, retain the Majeſty 
Of what Il am, the rightful Q cen of Scorlen”, 
Queen Dowager of France, and Enclands Heirels, 
A g'orious Shine of Titles that! ſhou'd like 


J lis « [or Years about the Head; of Angels, 
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Prote& a Crown | 

Weep noe, but take me thas as _= have ſcen [Melvit a#d her Phy- 

Your now expiring, then your Blooming Queen, ſitian take her by 

Brought by two Monarchs to the Dauphuns Arms, each hand, 

Adorn'd with all Lov's Pride andall Lov's Charms, 

So lead me to the Place where I may gain 

Immortal Pleaſures, and immortal Reign. 

[ Exit Queen Ma. to Execution, manent Morton axd Dowglas. 

Mor. Why doſt thoii weep and grovel on the Floor ? 
Dow. Traytor ! becauſe | will not herd with Man. 

Tis happier thus to crawl like Snakes and Toads, 

Than hve and have a Face ereCt like thee. 


* 


Enter Queen Elizabeth, Attendants and Guards. 


2. E. Speak Morton, Villain, Traytor to thy Sovyeraign ! 
Yet give me Comfort, and Ile pardon all ——, 
Where is the Queea ? ſay, is my Siſter well ? 
Where is ſhe ? 

Dow. Dead e're this upon the Scaffold. 

2%. E. Now which will {wifteſt run to ſave both Queens ? 
Fly fleeter than the ruſhing thought, and he 
That from the lifred Ax the Dove can fave, 
Shall be my King, and I will be his Slave- 
Vaniſh, a Kingdom's thy Reward. 
Seize on that Fiend, for pitying Heav'n at laſt, 
Has brought to light that he did murther Dar». 
Bind him 1n Chains, and in an Iron Cage, 


Let him be ſent to Scor/2nd to be torturd. [Exeuzt Morton 
| ar 1g 7 dl away. 


Re-enter Ceci! 4ud Davilon. 


Cec. Madam, I wiſh the lofs of both our Lives 
Cou'd fave the Queen's, ormecdiate our Offence, 

If you ſhall think it one ; for ſhe is dead, 

24. E. How cowdſt thou be fo talle and curſt a Villain ? 
What boor's the Thunder now. the Bolts of Kingsp® [To Daviſon. 
Which Traitors fear no more than Summers Hail, "WM 
Elſe why art thou alive f | 
. And why dy'd Mary lo ? But Ime the Cauſe. 
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Tear thentheſe Locks, dig out theſe cruel Eyes; 1” 
Gape wide che Center ;-open Earth and hide me'; | 
For Hell does yawn, and Heav'ndentes to-take me. | Falk dons on 
Give ea Sword, a: Dagger, or quick: Poyfon —— | the Floor, 
No, fetch the Ax;"the horrid 'Ax, kind Cecs/, | 
The Ax juſt ICI my Siſters Veins, | 
And lop this hated Mernher trom my Body, 
This bloody, cruel Hand thi d her Death, 
Cec. O calm your Boſom, letne4age-mo!eſt 
Your quiet Spint init's Godlike Man{on. $4 
1, E. Hark how the World proclaims my Guilt already ; 
Chriſtians and Pagans, all will now rejoyce, _ «| 
That the long ſhining, fear*d and ſpotleſs Reign 
Of fam'd Elizabeth is let in Night 3 
That Exg/:nd's ſtain'd, 1ts Maiden Monarch ſtaind, 
Stain'd, ftain'd, like baniſht Cajz for ever mark <d, 
Immortally, eternally is ſtain'd ——— 
Remove that Vulture from my Sight, and (ince 
Death cannot reach him, the Star-Chamber ſhall, 
Strip him of all his borrow'd Plumes, and leave him 
As naked-ashe came into the World. 
Dav. Long may you live, till Heav'n at laſt make known 
The Good that I've fo ill rewarded, done. [ Exit Dayilon. 
- . 8s. E. Adornd with Crowns this Head no more thall {kep, 
- But cover'd ore with Duſt, for ever weep ; 
No more on Down, nor Carpets will I reſt, 
But in ſome Wild, or Den of dreadful Beaſt, / 
Where undiſturb'd by Traytors, Laws, and Power, 
I nere {hill think of Man, nor Empire more ; 
With Wolves and Tigers rather. Friendſhip ſhare ; 
For they by far the gentler Monſters are : | 
Falſhood from Eve on all her Race deſcends, 
Falſe Kindred all, falſe SubjeRs, and falſe Friends} | x 
£4 Omne 
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